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POETS  AND  POETRY  OF  MUNSTER. 


"  Like  some  old  Irish  song 
Brimful  of  love,  and  life,  and  truth." 

Thomas  Davis. 


LREADY  has  the  subject  of  Irish 
versification  and  poetry  been  suf- 
ficiently   examined     in 


grammars,  and  introductions,  to 
allow  me  to  spare  the  reader 
|-  a  disquisition  upon  it.  Nor 
'  will  he  find  in  the  the  present 
little  volume  many  examples  of  those  varied 
and  intricate  kinds  of  verse,  the  difficulty  of 
whose  structure  it  pleased  the  bards,  when 
they  flourished,  to  increase — in  order  it 
would  seem,  both  to  show  their  own  skill  in 
fulfilling  such  regulations,  and  to  deter  the 
uninitiated  from  encroaching  on  their  privi- 
Although  these  more  learned  styles 
have  been  almost  the  sole  kind  transmitted 
to  us  through  our  ancient  manuscripts,  yet 
it  appears  to  me  that  there  may  have  been 
poems  of  easier  flow  and  simpler  measure- 
songs  and  ballads,  in  fact — circulating  among  the  people 
the  mselves. 

It  is  true,  that  the  bards  recited  before  the  chieftains 
and  their  clannathe  lays  of  their  heroism,  or  the  chivalrous 
actions  of  Finn,  and  Oisin,  and  Oscar,  "  the  gold-deeded  ;" 
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but  had  not  the  young  men  and  maidens  their  own  private 
loves,  and  joys  and  sorrows,  to  tell  of  beneath  the  many- 
columned  green  forest  domes  of  ancient  Erinn.  Had  they 
not,  therefore,,  emotions  powerful  enough  to  stir  them  to 
song, — ay !  and  a  language  soft  and  flexible  enough,  in 
all  truth,  to  give  to  the  natural  poetry  of  the  peasant's 
heart  a  voice  the  most  sweet  and  seductive  of  the  whole 
world  ! 

Grateful,  indeed,  should  they  have  been  to  their  melli- 
fluous mother-tongue,  and  gratefully  has  a  bard  expressed 
himself  in  later  times.  The  following  is  the  production  of 
O'Lionan,  a  man  who  could  appreciate  how  much  beauty 
and  tenderness  might  be  lost,  having  the  opportunity  he 
had  of  hearing  the  inflexible,  un-endearing  language  of 
the  "porker"  Saxons  jarring  upon  the  ear  of  his  country. 
How  the  Irish  people  clnng  to  their  language  with  a  love, 
increased  by  their  knowledge  of  that  harsh  and  un-sonorous 
tongue,  may  be  judged  by  the  answer  of  O'NebTs  interpreter 
to  a  London  citizen.  When  Seaan  "  of  the  Pride'*  went 
to  the  court  of  Elizabeth,  some  of  the  courtiers  asked  his 
interpreter  why  it  was  his  prince  spoke  not  the  English. 
"  Think  you,"  was  the  scornful  answer,  "  it  would  become 
The  O'Neill  to  writhe  his  mouth  with  such  barbarous, 
jargon." 

This  is  the  lay  of  O'Lionan  in  praise  of  the  Gaelic  : — 

uuimso  ovomnn  no  ci)&N. 

tífOtl  CATJAÓ  A  V.by.éACZ&lb  T)UA]l, 

CeAi)5A  ir  UA>rte  tijah  cujle  Iuatt  ; 
C&\x)z  ir  5lé-5lA]t)e  A5  ceAcc  ttjAfi  fTieAb, 
"Na.  rujl  rAotij  leAijj,  v&  V&°v  atíj. 

"Nfon  UbAm  T)ÓTT)en  bA  cAorij  ftAiw, 
HA  slé  0]bi&  T)An  bAoi  5TteAt)t) ; 
Ca]t)c  ir  rnuc-líoncA  Tj)Ati  eAr  saij  cti&5  ! 
Suc-bfiji)  ceó]l  t)Ait  ceb  ajv  cíia,c. 

t>&  h)r)Ve  5U1C  t)A  ivcéAb  TIJ-bfof), 

'5  5lÚn  AOÓATXÓA  HA  IJ-éAl)  Tt)ÍI)  ; 

t)ub  CAO]TT)-5ile  lion)rA  a  £UAin). 

'S  A  ptlAf-VPlOCAl  &UA1J  t>A  b-íjá  UAjr* 
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Never  was  heard  a  strain  so  sweet, 

A  language  so  noble — a  flood  rolling  fleet, 

A  speech  so  pure-bright,  so  warm  and  chaste, 

Like  a  nourishing  stream  from  a  mother's  breast. 

Never  spake  Homer,  the  old  and  grand, 
Nor  brilliant  Ovid  the  gay  and  bland, 
In  speech  so  full-swelling — a  cascade  that  ne'er 
Dryeth  up — a  music  that  floats  on  the  air. 

Than  melodious  tones  of  the  golden  chords, 
Than  airy  notes  of  the  tuneful  birds, 
Thy  thrilling  voice  comes  to  my  soul  more  clear. 
And  thy  songs  to  my  heart  more  nobly  dear  ! 

In  our  own  days  an  anonymous  but  sweet  singer,  to 
whom  doubtless  the  Irish  was  the  language  sung  by  his 
cradle,  thus  affectionately  remembers  it  in  his  manhood : — 

"  The  language  of  old  Erinn,  of  her  history  and  name — 

Of  her  monarchs  and  her  heroes — her  glory  and  her  fame — 

The  Sacred  Shrine,  where  rested  thro'  sunshine  and  thro'  gloom, 

The  spirit  of  her  martyrs,  as  their  bodies  in  the  tomb  ; 

The  time- wrought  Shell,  where  murmured,  'mid  centuries  of  wrong 

The  secret  voice  of  Freedom,  in  annal  and  in  song — 


The  olden  Tongue  is  sinking,  like  a  patriarch  to  rest, 
Whose  youth  beheld  the  Tyrian  on  our  Irish  coasts  a  guest, 
Ere  the  Roman  or  the  Saxon,  the  Norman  or  the  Dane, 
Had  first  set  foot  in  Britain,  o'er  trampled  heaps  of  slain. 


The  glories  of  old  Erinn,  with  her  liberty  have  gone, 

Yet  their  halo  linger'd  round  her  while  the  Gaelic  speech  lived  on, 

For,  'mid  the  desert  of  her  woe,  a  monument  more  vast 

Than  all  her  pillar-towers  it  stood — that  Old  Tongue  of  the  Past. 

Ah !  magic  Tongue,  that  round  us  wove  its  spells  so  soft  and  dear  ! 
Ah  !  pleasant  Tongue,  whose  murmurs  were  as  music  to  the  ear  ! 
Ah !  glorious  Tongue,  whose  accents  could  each  Celtic  heart  en- 
thrall! 
Ah  I  rushing  Tongue,  that  sounded  like  the  swollen  torrent's  fall ! 
The  tongue  that  in  the  Senate  was  lightning  flashing  bright, 
Whose  echo  in  the  battle,  was  the  thunder  in  its  mightv 
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That  Tongue,  which  once  in  chieftain's  hall  poured  loud  the  min- 
strel lay, 
As  chieftain,  serf,1  and  minstrel  old  is  silent  there  to-day  !" 

The  language  had  indeed  been  sinking  "  like  a  patriarch 
to  rest,"  but  of  late  years  it  has  arisen  "  like  a  giant  re- 
freshed," and  there  is  every  hope  that  now  our  ancient 
literature  will  be  preserved  to  the  glory  of  the  country, 
by  publication.  "  The  language  of  a  nation's  youth,"  said 
Thomas  Davis,  "  is  the  only  easy  and  full  speech  for  its 
manhood  and  for  its  age.  And  when  the  language  of  its 
cradle  goes,  itself  craves  a  tomb.  What  business  has  a 
Russian  for  the  rippling  language  of  Italy  or  India  ?  How 
could  a  Greet?  distort  his  organs  or  his  soul  to  speak  Dutch 
upon  the  sides  of  Hymetus,  or  the  beach  of  Sal  amis,  or 
on  the  waste  where  once  was  Sparta  ?  And  is  it  befitting 
the  fiery,  delicate-organed  Celt  to  abandon  his  beautiful 
tongue,  docile  and  spirited  as  an  Arab,  t  sweet  as  music, 
strong  as  the  wave' — is  it  befitting  in  him  to  abandon  this 
wild  liquid  speech  for  that  mongrel  of  a  hundred  breeds 
called  English,  which,  powerful  though  it  be,  creaks  and 
bangs  about  the  Celt  who  tries  to  use  it  ? — Even  should  the 
effort  to  save  it  as  the  national  language  fail,  by  the  at- 
tempt we  will  rescue  its  old  literature,  and  hand  down  to 
our  descendants  proofs  that  we  had  a  language  as  fit  for 
love,  and  war,  and  business,  and  pleasure,  as  the  world 
ever  knew,  and  that  we  had  not  the  spirit  and  nationality 
to  preserve  it."  And  again  in  his  "  Lament  for  the  Mile- 
sians," the  poet  recurs  to  the  same  ever-cherished  subject : — 

1  The  author  must  either  have  allowed  the  exigencies  of  metre  to 
compel  him  to  use  a  wrong  word,  or  else  mean  the  Saxon  slaves 
which  the  noble  Anglo-Saxon  fathers  and  mothers  sold  to  the  Celts 
— for  "serf"  and  "vassal"  were  creatures  unknown  among  the  an- 
cient Irish.  It  is  curious  what  immense  sympathy  there  is  now  among 
the  descendants  of  those  noble  (children-selling  Anglo-Saxons),  for 
the  Slaves  in  the  States.  True,  the  ancient  Irish  freed  their  fathers 
at  the  call  of  the  Christian  missionaries,  and  this  example  dwelling 
for  hundreds  of  years  in  the  dull  Anglo-Saxon  brain,  has  produced 
its  aloe-like  flowers  at  last. 
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Oh,  sweet  were  the  minstrels  of  kind  Innis-Fail, 

Tr  cnuA5  sat)  oióne  'tja  b-pAnn^ ! ' 
Whose  mnsic,  nor  ages  nor  sorrow  can  spoil, 

1r  CTtHA5  5AT)  ojótte  't)A  b-pAnn^b  •' 
But  their  sad  stifled  tones  are  like  streams  flowing  hid. 
Their  CAojne2  and  pfobnacc  were  chid, 
And  their  language  "  that  melts  into  music"  forbid 

1r  c|\UA5  5A,J  o]6^\e  'ija  b-^AnnAó  ! 

Nor  have  the  Celts  been  unworthy  of  a  defender  so  ex- 
cellent, seeing  they  have  sent  forward  a  youthful  bard 
(O'fy-jAftpl^ce)  to  render  his  thoughts  with  equal  elo- 
quence into  the  language  he  loved : — 

O,  buó  b]t)t)  bUr&A  ceoln-uioce  CAOftj  1nniT  F&ll 

1r  cnuA5  5AH  ojbne  'nA  b-pAntiAó  ! 
■N'ívn  clAon  m^m  a  n-Anbno]b  a  5-ceolcA  n°  &]l, 

1r  cttUA5  5At)  oióne  't)a  b-pAnnvAÓ  ! 
Civ  a  riollAióe  bobttóoAc  n>An  fnocA  £Aoi  T5AC, 
2ln  a  5-CAOine  b|  xty\ú)e&y  5AU  jr&c, 
'5  An  a  &-ceAt)5A  bi'nn-bniAcnAC  b]  commiors  cnac 

1r  cnuA5  5AT)  oióne  'tja  b-pAnn^6 1 

Believing  that,  although  the  poems  handed  down  to  us 
by  ancient  manuscripts  have  been  the  productions  of  pro- 
fessed and  educated  bards,  there  were  still,  even  at  the  more 
remote  periods,  simpler  songs  and  ballads,  more  especially 
adapted  to  and  perhaps  originated  by  the  ancient  tunes,  it 
is  natural  to  suppose  that,  as  the  bardic  order  became  op- 
pressed and  persecuted  to  death  by  English  law,  the  sim- 
pler style  would  become  the  prominent  one  in  the  country. 
But  with  the  fall  of  the  bards  came  also  a  decadence  of 
poetic  merit.  The  rustic  rhymers  having  no  longer  gene- 
rous chiefs  who  could  allot  to  them  lands  and  cattle,2  and 
having  not  the  same  cultivated  audience  as  the  older  bards, 
nor  so  highly  educated  competitors,  had  neither  time  to 
give  to  refining  their  lays,  nor  the  same  emulative  necessity 
for  so  doing.     Hence  many  of  the  ballads  now  current  are 

1  Pr.  iss  tru-a  gan  oyra  na  varra  !  "  Tis  pity  without  heirs  of 
their  company. 

s  Never  was  literature  so  cherished  as  in  ancient  Erinn ;  in  one 
county  alone  (Donegal)  the  rental  of  the  lands  bestowed  upon  the 
OUavs  or  Professors  of  Learning  would  be  worth  now  £2000  a  year. 
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mere  plagiarisms,  the  one  of  the  other,  rhymed  in  different 
metres  to  suit  other  tunes.  This  is  the  case  especially  with 
the  Jacobite  relics— the  frame- work  of  most  being  the  vision 
of  a  beautiful  impersonification  of  Erinn.  The  minor  bards, 
also,  were  too  much  attracted  (like  many  of  the  present 
day)  by  smoothness  of  versification  and  fine  sonorous  words, 
and  being  able  to  produce  such,  many  have  had  their  lucu- 
brations preserved,  which  ought  to  have  been  cast  away. 

Where  the  heart  was  the  cause  of  the  song,  the  result,  as 
this  little  volume  will,  I  hope,  show,  is  very  different. 
There  were,  indeed,  many  to  be  cast  aside,  which  never 
would  have  attained  popularity,  but  for  the  music  to  which 
they  were  linked.  Ireland  has  not,  however,  so  many  of  these 
as  other  countries  ;  yet,  as  there  are  few  things  which  have 
more  power  over  the  human  mind  than  song,  any  one  who  has 
an  influence  in  popularizing  it,  should  carefully  remember,  if 
he  be  not  a  mere  collector  or  speculator  for  gain,  that  what 
he  sends  forth  may  be  fruitful  for  good  or  for  evil.  It  is 
incumbent  upon  honourable  men  to  place  nothing  before 
their  country  which  might  deteriorate  the  aspirations  of  its 
citizens,  and  more  especially  of  its  youth. 

Of  craft-songs,  or  songs  adapted  to  various  occupation, 
it  is  proper  to  say  a  few  words.  A  few  of  the  following  spe- 
cimens are  extracted  from  a  work  of  rare  excellency,  the 
Petrie  Collection  of  "The  Ancient  Music  of  Ireland,  Vol.  I." 
— in  which  the  research  displayed  upon  the  history  of  Irish 
tunes,  has  thrown  much  light  upon  a  subject  hitherto  very 
obscure.  As  the  tunes  of  the  various  occupations  had 
certain  peculiarities,  so  had  the  songs,  which  were  sung  to 
these  airs. 

Thus  in  the  Ploughman's  song,  a  part  of  which  we  give 
here,  it  will  be  seen  that  there  is  a  dramatic  form  adopted, 
a  dialogue  being  sustained  by  the  ploughman  and  his  as- 
sistants. In  the  old-fashioned  ploughing,  three  persons 
were  necessary ;  the  ploughman  properly  so  called,  who 
held  the  handles  of  the  plough,  the  driver  who  guided  and 
urged  on  the  horses,  and  lastly,  the  director,  who  pressed 
.with  a  forked  stick  upon  the  beam  of  the  plough,  so  that  a 


OF   MUNSTER.  X1U 

sufficient  and  uniform  depth  might  be  had,  the  direction 
of  forces  being  to  lift  the  plough  out  of  the  earth,  and  this 
he  counterbalanced. 

THE  PLOUGH  SONG. 

t>not?  'r  buAji  'r  cioruAiT),1 

CÓf  Att  AT)  5-CéACCA  ÓeATlbTlACA7H, 

'S  véAc  At)  b-pujl  Ap,  T)-bji)éATA  A5  ce-acc. 

CA  re  6A  buA]T), 
t)tio&  'r  buAjl,  'r  ciorb&jf),  T^- 

CíV  ré  Ó&  bUAlAÓ, 

\)\\ob  'r  buAjl  'r  c|on)AiT),  -|C. 

"  Goad  and  strike  and  urge  on 
The  small  red  mare  of  the  bad  woaian — 
Put  foot  on  the  plough,  O  Brother, 
And  see  if  our  dinner  comes  forth  " 

"  It  is  a-cutting, 

Goad  and  strike  and  urge  on,  &c. 
It  is  a-threshing, 

Goad  and  strike  and  urge  on,  &c." 

In  the  first  two  lines  the  ploughman  addresses  himself 
to  the  driver,  in  the  last  to  the  director.  His  instructions 
to  driver,  questionings  of  the  director,  and  the  latter's 
answers  form  the  composition.  These  responses  vary  ac- 
cording as  the  director  sees  the  progress  of  the  dinner.  It 
is  first  "  a-cutting,"  then  "  a-threshing,  a-winnowing,  a- 
drying,  a-grinding,  a-sifting,  a-kneading,  a-baking,"  but 
not  until  he  announces  "  it  is  a-coming,"  does  the  plough- 
man change  the  style  of  his  injunctions.  Now,  however, 
he  says : — 

"  Hob  and  hein  and  urge  on, 
The  small  red  mare  of  the  good-wife — 
Unyoke  the  horses,  O  Brother  ! 
Now,  that  our  dinner  comes  forth." 

This  song  may  have  been  sung  about  meal-time,  when 

1  These  words  were  sung  to  the  second  part  of  the  air  only  ;  to 
the  first  part  Hobo-bobobo,  words  of  cheering  to  the  horses,  were  re- 
peated. 
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the  men  were  employed  in  a  place  where  the  housewife 
was  dilatory  in  culinary  affairs.  Her  little  mare  is  not 
spared  the  whip  and  goad,  until  dinner  appears,  when  the 
driver  is  directed  to  hob  and  hein,  that  is,  to  cheer  her  on 
by  the  sound  of  the  voice  alone. 

As  the  plough-tunes  differed  in  the  different  provinces, 
»o,  doubtless,  did  the  words  which  were  adapted  to  them. 
It  would  be  of  great  service  to  the  better  knowledge  of  the 
customs  and  literature  of  our  country,  did  those  who  have 
the  opportunity  of  research  in  the  various  counties,  exert 
it  and  forward  the  results  to  some  of  those  periodicals 
(such  as  the  Nation,  Irishman,  Ulster  Journal  of  Archae- 
ology, and  Transactions  of  the  Kilkenny  Archaeological  So- 
ciety) which  either  possess  a  fount  of  Irish  type,  or  are 
able  to  print  the  language  correctly  in  Eoman  characters. 

The  second  specimen  of  craft-songs,  which  I  am  enabled 
to  give  is  termed  "The  Smith's  Song."  The  tune  is  pe- 
culiar, as  the  reader  will  see  who  can  refer  to  the  work, 
already  mentioned,  in  which  somewhat  similar  words^  are 
given  ;  but  it  seems  that  words  and  tune  are  now  generally- 
sung,  not  by  the  smiths,  to  the  ring  of  whose  hammer  the 
time  is  well  suited,  but  by  nurses  to  lull  irritable  children. 
The  nurse  adapts  the  motions  of  her  foot  to  the  time  of 
the  tune,  and  thus  imitates,  with  toe  and  heel,  the  sound 
to  the  hammer  and  sledge  of  the  smiths. 

THE  SMITH'S  SONG. 

t5]T)5  00175  t>i&etto, 

t)UAfl  yeo  réjb  reo, 
t3jT}5  001)5  oi&eno, 

btiAil  reo  réi&  reo, 
t)jT)5  ooi)5  oj&eno, 

VjuaiI  reo,  rép  reo, 
'S  ojn;i:i5  Ti)o  be-At) 

le|r  At)  O-cAiliuift  AoriAC. 

t?i  n)Aic  a  50Íoin)  réjij, 
Cua5  ija  coyiri''XWf 

"HÍ  T1)A|C  A  5UÍÓJT0  télO, 

KivrijAi)  t)A  51W^9, 
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O  b'iit)C]5  uaihj 

2t)o  rcuAine  Ttji^iv 
le  5<\i5e  cfiUAT;, 

5x\i)  bUAjb  5A1)  rpojt&tj. 

dins  &0113  &]&eno, 
t5]t)5  boi)5  fcéno, 

t)eAT)  AT)  CAlMutlA, 

'S  beAT)  AT)  CAlHCéAttA, 

t)UA|lre  é  SbeA5A]T)  5obA* 
CAbcttotti,  eAbct/iom, 
tHiAjln  é,  buA]lre  é, 
'5  buA]l|Tt)íb  50  léiti  é.* 

Ding  dong  didero, 

Strike  this,  blow  this, 
Ding  dong  didero, 

Strike  this,  blow  this, 
Ding  dong  didero, 

Strike  this,  blow  this, 
Away  went  my  wife 

With  the  airyS  tailor. 

Not  well  do  I  make 

A  hatchet  or  a  hook, 
Not  well  do  I  make 

A  spade  or  a  hoe, 
Since  went  from  me 

My  darling  wife 
With  a  coxcomb-fool 

Without  gold  or  kine ! 

Ding  dong  didero, 
Ding  dong  dero, 
The  tailor's  wife 
And  the  tinker's  lady ! 

1  This  version  (as  internal  evidence  partly  shows)  was  the  favorite 
song  of  no  less  a  personage  than  long  Jack  Farrell,  better  known 
by  the  cognomen  of  "  £eA5AT)  3obA,"  i.e.,  Jack  the  Blacksmith, 
who  kept  his  forge  at  Lickoran,  in  the  county  of  Waterford,  early 
in  the  present  century  ;  and  who,  aided  by  a  choir  of  the  Farnane 
boys,  chaunted  the  song  in  full  chorus  whilst  hammering  into  shape 
with  their  sledges  the  red-hot  iron  on  the  anvil. — J.  O'D. 

8  This  chorus  is  sung  when  the  iron  is  at  its  full  heat,  and  the 
smith  calls  all  hands  to  strike  along  with  him,  as  may  be  Been  in 
country  forges. 

*  i.e.  flighty.  f 
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Strike  it,  Jack  Smith, 
Lightly,  lightly, 
Strike  ye !  strike  ye  ! 
Strike  it  all  together. 

A  very  good  picture  of  the  unfortunate  man's  desolation 
is  simply  represented  above  ;  the  frequent-recurring  burden, 
the  monotonous  metre,  and  the  uncheerful  rhyme-sound  of 
the  broad  vowels  in  the  original  are  all  well  suited  to  that 
grief  which  spread  a  veil  of  tears  between  the  mournful 
man  and  the  objects  of  his  toil.  In  other  times,  indeed, 
the  smiths  were  a  mighty  race  and  highly  honoured  in 
ancient  Erinn ;  they  were  even  feared,  for  were  they  not 
cunning  in  charms  and  incantations  ?  In  the  olden  hymn 
attributed  to  Saint  Patrick  they  are  placed  in  the  same 
category  to  be  guarded  against  as  the  druids  and  (wise) 
women — "^ji]  b]t]ccA  bar)  ocuy  jobxvrjb  ocuf  bfiuab" 
— "  contra  incantamenta  mulierum  etfabrorumferrariorum 
et  druidum" — "  against  the  incantations  of  women,  and 
smiths,  and  druids."  In  the  case  of  the  author  of  the  song, 
however,  the  powers  seem  to  have  departed  from  his  kind  ; 
perhaps  grief  or  love  prevented  him  from  using  his  mystic 
weapons  of  might,  or  perhaps  the  woman  had  arms  supe- 
rior to  his  own.  The  woman  takes  precedence,  certainly, 
in  the  last  quoted  Irish  line. 

Next  comes  the  domestic  class  of  craft-songs,  if  we  may 
elevate  to  that  rank  the  "  spinning-wheel"  songs  and  the 
lullabies.  The  first,  assuredly,  deserves  a  high  position, 
for  besides  that  the  occupation  requires  a  great  deal  of 
skill  and  delicacy  of  hand-work,  it  also  gives  an  opportu- 
nity of  lightening  the  labour  into  an  amusement  by  the 
singing  of  cheerful  songs — a  high  recommendation,  surely, 
to  a  writer  and  admirer  of  such  things  !  Truly  and  sadly, 
the  grating  cough  of  consumption  is  oftener  heard  than  the 
«ong  from  the  stooping  votaries  of  shirt-making — a  trade 
that  now  in  Munster  and  glennfull  Ulster  replaces  over- 
much the  pleasant  spinning-wheel.  However,  any  home- 
labour  is  better  than  factories. 
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A  SPINNING  WHEEL  SONG. 
1  luiriitj  5  luftcA,  Iutica  lan^A, 

l)UA|l  co]x  AbAim  A5ur  cAbA|it  mo  5TIA6  cÚ5Aro." 
'56  Cotm  O'CAOjib  &o  bejrilii)  Aft  livjTt?  6u]c," 

'  lUJTtÍT)  Ó  lUTtCA,   lun^A  lAtt^A, 

CéA&  bo  bA|i)5e  A]5e,  reAjvjtAij;  'r  lAJTM** 
1  luifií»)  ó  lu|trA,  lU|tÉA  Iatica, 

bUA]l  COir  AbAí)  ir  CAbAljl  tt)0  5ft&Ó  CU^ATI)." 

4  Luiftít)  5  lUTttA,  lurirA  lAticA, 
5é  T)Ai)fiAO]  pA&A  t>o  beiTtin?  atv  Uxiri)  óujc." 

•  tuitiít)  ó  Iuti£a,  lutttA  lATtÍA, 
21  ceAijT)  a  5-Cot%caió  'r^  corA  a  b-PottcUv]ti3e." 

Luirin  o  lurtha.,  lurtha  lartha,1 

Go  by  the  river,  and  bring  me  my  lover. 

Luirin  o  lurtha,  lurtha  lartha,, 

'Tis  Conn  O'Keeffe  I'll  bring  to  you  over. 

Luirin  o  lurtha,  lurtha,  lartha, 

He  has  hundreds  of  kine,  but  never  my  favor, 

Luirin  o  lurtha,  lartha  lartha, 

Go  by  the  river,  and  bring  me  my  lover. 

Luirin  o  lurtha,  lurtha  lartha, 

'Tis  Harry  the  Tall  I'll  bring  to  you  over. 

Luirin  o  lurtha,  lurtha  lartha, 

His  head  is  at  Cork  and  his  heels  are  at  Dover. 

It  will  be  at  once  visible,  that,  to  carry  on  a  ballad  so 
constructed,  there  must  be  two  songstresses  at  least.    There 

1  Pr.  Looreen  o  loora,  loora  laura.     This  specimen  was  kindly 
communicated  by  that  bols  of  song  and  anecdote,    Sergeant  John 
L.  Hart,    2nd  battalion,    18th    Royal    Irish,    Alder  shot    Camp. 
Another  specimen  is  given  in  Petrie:s  Music,  commencing — 
"  Maileo  lero  and  imbo  nero, 
I  went  to  the  wood  when  day  was  breaking, 
Maileo  lero  and  imbo  ban  ! 
B 
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may  be  a  whole  group  of  them,  as  when  the  young  girls 
of  a  neighbourhood  assemble  in  one  house  for  an  evening's 
spinning.  In  the  latter  case  the  duty  of  responding  to  the 
command  to  the  first  speaker,  "  to  go  by  the  river  and 
bring  her  her  lover,"  would  devolve  upon  the  company  in 
succession.  Each  answers  until,  by  her  excluding  or  dis- 
paraging answer,  they  gradually  narrow  the  circle  of  their 
eligible  acquaintances,  finding  out  at  last  her  lover,  or  the 
lad  she  had  chosen  in  sport. 

The  first  line  of  the  above  is  merely  a  burden  line,  thus 
rendering  the  composition  easier  for  the  young  maidens. 
For  they  need  only  rhyme  to  the  first  line,  to  the  word 
"  lartha"  (laura)  and  this  is  not  difficult  in  Irish.  Because, 
although  there  are  poems  in  Irish  rhymed  as  perfectly  in 
every  sense  (especially  in  these  latter  days)  as  can  be 
found  in  any  language,  yet  it  is  generally  sufficient  to  cause 
the  vowels  alone  to  have  similar  sounds.  This  vowel  as- 
sonance is  common  also  in  Spanish,  because  in  these  lan- 
guages the  softer  vowel-sounds  predominate  over  the  con- 
sonantal. 

The  following  is  a  specimen1  of  another  spinning-wheel 
song,  slightly  different  from  the  above,  by  which  the  young 
ladies  who  were  to  be  married  that  Shrove-tide  were  dis- 
covered. 

Ónó,  a  cutt)ait)  5^1 !  'r  iotu>  a  5)le  51I, 
Cé  ní  at)  beAt)  05  t>o  pórr-Att  atj  iint>  reo, 

OtlO  A  CUTT)Airi  57I,   A  UAIfJ  !    'f  A  5TIAÓ  ! 

"  Oro,  0  darling  fair  !  and  ioro  0  Fairness  fair  ! 
Who's  the  young  maid  mil  be  wed  upon  Shrove-tide  there  ? 
Oro,  0  darling  fair  !  0  lamb !  and  O  love  !" 

"  Oro,  0  darling  fair  !  and  ioro  0  Fairness  fair  ! 
Mary  Ni  Clery  I  hear  will  be  wedded  there, 
Oro,  0  darling  fair  !  O  lamb  !  and  O  love !" 

"  Oro,  O  darling  fair !  and  ioro  0  Fairness  fair ! 
"Who's  the  young  man  upon  whom  fell  this  happy  air? 
Oro,  O  darling  fair  !  0  lamb  !  and  0  love  !'' 

1  For  the  entire  of  this  snd  the  following  see  "  Ancient  Music  of 
Ireland" — the  Irish  being  from  the  able  care  of  Professor  O'Curry. 
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The  name  is  communicated,  and,  in  answer  to  another 
doubting  stanza,  the  enumeration  of  the  wedding  trousseau 
is  given,  which,  of  course,  places  the  matter  beyond  doubt. 

Of  lullabies  there  is  a  numerous  muster.  Dr.  Petrie 
considers  that  the  music  of  the  Irish  lullabies  approaches 
much  to  the  oriental  in  character,  and  gives  it  much  praise. 

The  following  is  a  stanza  of  a  "fairy  lullaby":  — 

21  beAO  ú&  fjor  A|t  bttUAc  ao  c-riiocA]T), 

Seocó  leó  !  Seocó  leó  ! 
21tj  &-cui5eAT)  cur*  £Ac  mo  TjeAtiAio  ? 

Seocó  leó  !  Seoió  leó ! 
'S5Uti  bl10s.5A.1n  'rAt)  lív  :aju  £u.\t)Ai5  n)e  0Tn>  teAn&n, 

Seocó  leó  !  Seocó  leó  ! 
'5&o  ]tU5Aó  ArceAc  me  a  Ijor  at)  CbnocAio, 

Seocó  leo !  S&oió  leó  ! 
Seojcin,  reoFit),  reojpft,  reoicin, 

Seoco  leó  !  Seocó  leó ! 
5eo]éíij.  reojcírj,  reojcín,  reojcín, 

Seocó  leo  !  Seozó  leó  ! 

O  maid  that  standest  down  by  the  rill, 

Sho  ho  lo,  Sho  ho  lo, 
Or  dost  thou  know  my  grief  and  my  ill, 

Sho  ho  lo,  Sho  ho  lo, 
A  year  and  a  day  I  was  snatched  so  still ! 

Sho  ho  lo,  Sho  ho  lo, 
From  my  love  to  the  llos  on  the  little  green  hill, 

Sho  ho  lo,  Sho  ho  lo, 
Shoheen,  Shoheen,  Shoheen,  Shoheen, 

Sho  ho  lo,  Sho  ho  lo, 
Shoheen,  Shoheen,  Shoheen,  Shoheen, 

Sho  ho  lo,  Sho  ho  lo. 

This  ballad  represents  a  newly-married  young  woman 
who  has  been  taken  away  by  the  fairies  from  her  husband, 
and  whose  occupation  in  the  lios  or  fort  was  to  nurse  a  fairy 
child.  She  is  supposed  to  sing  the  song  on  the  anniversary 
of  her  capture,  when  she  is  permitted  outside  the  lios.  She 
has  a  fairy  child  in  her  arms,  and  espying  one  of  her  own 
kind  afar  off  tries  to  inform  her  of  her  desolate  situation, 
and  the  way  to  break  the  spell,  while  she  carefully  caresses 
and  hushes  the  child  to  sleep. 

For  "  The  Boatman's  Lay"  see  Walsh's  "Popular  Songs." 
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Such  are  some  of  the  domestic  songs,  which  are  always 
the  truest  mirrors  of  the  home-habits  of  a  people.  This 
being  the  case,  it  matters  not  much  whether  prejudiced 
foreigners,  looking  at  the  squalor  in  which  their  iniquitous 
laws  have  placed  some  of  our  people,  and  exaggerating 
basely  and  lyingly  that  misery,  publish  abroad  their  de- 
rision or  blame  upon  our  country.  So  long  as  the 
mind  of  the  people  is  chivalrous  and  refined,  as  the  songs 
which  they  love  most,  because  these  possess  noble,  tender, 
and  patriotic  sentiments,  show  that  the  mind  of  the  Irish 
people  undoubtedly  is,  squalor  will  not  debase  them, 'f nor 
will  their  misfortune  be  their  fault. 

The  reader  will  find  many  a  love-song  in  every  language  ; 
the  following  fragment  will  appear  to  him,  perhaps,  in  its 
simple  heart-lovingness,  equal  in  feeling  and  expression  to 
the  most  delicate.  Yet,  it  is  evident  that  it  is  (in  the 
Irish)  the  production  of  an  untutored  peasant. 

UNDER  THE  GREENWOOD. 
Air  : — "  The  Maid  in  Bedlam." 

IÍAC  AOlb]t)T)  &0  TJA  \)-h]VÍ\x)]hy 

tVénrféeAO  50  h-An& , 
'5  bj&eAt)  A5  ceileAbAti  le  céjle, 

ilyi  Aoxj  cftAO|b  ATijAit)  ; 
rííTT)Attrm  &ah)  f&itj, 

'S  son)  céA&  nrjle  5TI&&,1 
If  trA&A  6  i)A  céile  OtlAJlJt), 

rj'éiítíseAi)  5 ac  Uv. 

If  bA]t)e  í  nA'17  l]le 

1r  &eire  í  'rjív't)  Vo^irr), 
1r  bjrjne  f  ha'tj  beíólmn 

'Sir  roiiireice  f  nA'17  sn^T), 
1r  peann  'v<\  rw  uiie 

21  h-UAjrleACC  'r  A  TT)é]T)T), 

'S  a  tibial !  ca  ir  v a  r-Uicir, 

FttArsAjl  &0T9  péjnn ! 

How  pleasant,  sweet  birdies  ! 

To  wake  in  the  da-\vn. 
And  sing  to  your  true-loves 

The  same  bough  upon  ; 

1  2T)o  ceub  mfle  5fi^b,  literally,  my  hundred  thousand  love,  i.e.  my 
hundred  thousand  times  beloved.  Hardiman  said  it  was  impossible  to 
translate  this  little  song. 
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Ah,  not  thus  can  I  whisper 

To  my  darling  one, 
Tis  far  from  each  other 

We  wake  in  the  dawn ! 

She's  whiter  than  lily, 

More  fair  to  gaze  on, 
She's  more  sweet-toned  than  violin, 

More  bright  than  the  sun  ! 
But  better  than  all,  is 

Her  mind  high  and  free, 
And,  0  Lord !  take  this  absence, 

This  anguish  from  me ! 

It  is  true,  that  subjoined  is  an  epigram  which  shows 
that  the  author  had  no  very  high  opinion  of  the  stability 
of  woman's  affection.  He  must,  however,  have  been  some 
very  ill-featured  wretch  who  could  not  attract  them,  or 
some  sad  churl  who  lost  them  on  his  nature  being  appre- 
ciated.    He  was  in  earnest,  at  all  events. 

3o  t5At%TiA6  at)  Iaca  le  Ijnn  &o  f  nan), 

3o  r5ATtTtAó  An  eAUó  le  tja  cluiTbin  bAtj, 

3o  r5AítTtAó  At)  mA&TiA  le  ctieióim  nx*  5-cnAin, 

Wf  r5An^ió  an  sAnsujb  le  n-inn^mn  mn& ! 

When  cease  the  ducks  upon  the  lake  to  go, 
When  cease  the  swans  to  sail  in  plumes  of  snow, 
When  cease  the  hounds  to  gnaw  the  bone,  we  know 
Deceit  will  cease  in  woman's  heart  to  glow ! 

Having  quoted  a  verse  so  derogatory  to  fair  ladies,  there 
is  no  choice  left  me  but  to  insert  stanzas  justificatory. 
Hearken  to  their  admirers  and  defenders,  a  host  against 
one  foe ! 

'Si  blAr  5eAl  t)&  rméA|t  7 ! 
*S  bl&c  beAf  t)&  rub-cjtAeb  \ ! 
'Si  plAnn&A  b'peATtTt  tnéinn-iijAjc 
Le  b-AtnAtic  &o  f-úl ! 

'SI  w>  cuTrie !  T7  w  nun  7'  l 

1r  í  blAt  T)&  n-ubAll  cún)TtA  1  ! 

1r  rAnjTiA  Annr  ^n  puacc  7 
tjitt  K0&U75  'r  ci)A7r3» 

She's  the  white  flow'r  of  the  berry ! 
She's  the  bright  bloom  of  the  cherry ! 
She's  the  noblest — fairest  maiden 
That  ever  saw  the  day ! 
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She's  my  pulse  !  my  love  !  my  pleasure ! 
She's  the  Apple's  sweet  bloom-treasure, 
She's  Summer  ''mid  the  storm-time, 
'Tween  Christmas  and  the  May  ! 

Surely  no  poet  has  ever  expressed  more  delicately  or 
poetically  so  beautiful  praise!  Yet  the  Irish  seems  to 
have  been  the  out-gushing  of  an  unlearned  mind — not, 
remember,  that  it  is  at  all  un grammatical,  the  peasantry 
speak  with  wonderful  purity — but  because  of  its  simple 
construction.  The  following  are  clearly  the  productions 
of  more  educated  men,  they  have  not  the  gushing  simplicity 
of  the  above  quoted. 

21  fcr)e !  5ATj  me  Am  aBatU^, 

"No  Am  nópjíTj  beA5  ei5it) ; 
ríó  Am  nor  ATjTjr  a  TjsAjtibÍTJ, 

2t)Afl  A  1)51)ACUJ5eAt)17  CÚ  A&  AOTIAfl. 

2T)ati  full  30  m-buAjijtreAó  6]om 

5éu5Awírj  éjsiT) ; 
t)0  blAÓ  A5A&  as  óeAt  líVTtT», 

"Hó  a  m-biiollAC  to  lé]t)rjTi. 

"Would  that  I  were  the  apple, 

Or  wee  daisy  only, 
Or  the  rose  in  that  garden, 

Where  thou  walkest  lonely. 

For,  of  leaflets  or  flow'rets, 

Thou  surely  wouldst  choose  some, 

To  bear  in  thy  bright  hand, 
Or  wear  on  thy  bosom ! 

Perhaps  the  most  triumphant  refutation  of  that  calum- 
nious epigram  is  this  : — 

un  biiic  aiRwe. 

t)A  m-bub  bub  At)  trAjttse, 

1r  caIatt)  beic  'ija  pAip&Afi,  bAij, 
Cleirf5e  mine  seAlA 

2l'r  ah  aIaó  beic  ati  conti  A5  rnAtii. 
t>A  m-btionT)r-A]óe  bAm  C]tie  'r  Sact-atjtia, 

2llbA,  at)  ^r)nAmc,  'rAT)  SbAlTJ, 
Cttei5ce,  O  mo  CAilfa  óeAr  ! 

"N]  cjocfAÓ  1|ott)  bo  T/5tt]obAÓ  50  bn-Ac ! 
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Had  I  for  ink  the  ocean  wide 

The  broad  land  for  white  paper, 
Each  wing  that  e'er  in  motion  hied 

For  quills  so  smooth  and  taper — 
For  guerdon,  got  I  Eire's  self, 

And  Europe  of  the  bright  air, 
The  half  thy  virtues — Fairest  elf  ! 

I  never  could  indite  there  ! 

Such  praise  seems  rather  too  energetic  to  be  heart-felt ; 
indeed,  the  Irish  title  "  At)  bl&c  &j|tr)e"  sounds  very- 
like  Blarney.  If  ever  it  were  written  as  a  serious  com- 
pliment, the  gallant  must  have  been  a  lover  of  the  old 
courtly  type — in  periwig  and  powder.  More  probably 
it  is  one  of  those  blythe  outbursts  of  extravagance,  in- 
tended to  indicate  slyly  real  feelings  under  an  unblushing 
mask  of  hyperbole. 

On  the  subjects  of  richness  and  poverty  there  are  many 
epigrams,  circulating  among  the  people.  In  fact,  in  every 
rural  district  where  the  Irish  is  spoken,  curious  gems  of 
quaint  humour,  flashing  wit,  and  a  keen  knowledge  of  men 
and  morals  adorn  that  golden  casket — a  Celtic  peasant's 
heart.  Persons  conversant  with  the  people  would  do  well 
to  catch  these  up  from  oblivion,  and  give  them  to  the 
world  through  the  press.  Some  of  the  following  have 
never  before  seen  the  light,  others  that  have  been  printed 
by  Hardiman  were  either  without  translation  or  linked 
with  very  free  ones. 

21tj  zh  a  b-£iMl  íocUó  50  qtiim 

'S  A  CttUAC  A|t  íójti, 
'5  a  rhucAlU  rAille,  ime 

&5ur  mótt-cui&  bó, 
21 5A0I  n|  cui5joi)  50  b-puil]» 

21  b-^UACc  5A0  lón, 
'S  bjaó  nA  cejne  t)í  cusat) 

fco'ij  c|xua5  5AIJ  qteojn. 

The  rich  man  whose  grain-barn  is  brimful, 

And  thousands  his  stooks, 
"Whose  table  is  sumptuous,  and  many 

His  herds  and  brooks, 
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His  kindred — he  never  will  know  them, 

If ,;  iri  need  they  stand, 
Nor  fuel  nor  food  to  the  ívretched 

Will  he  command. 

"Hion  CU15  atj  rACAc  rAru  at)  c-ocftAC  V-l&W, 
'S  VÍ  n^ib  rAm  t)&n  5t)Acac  fdÍaiíj  ha  biAij;  » 
"Hf  bjof)  5ttA&  a$  mtiA  bo  5no5A]tte  Iiac 
'5  ti]  t;a5t;aó  at?  bAr  bA  A]lne  bujne  t)a  6]A]5. 

No  Lazy  Well-fed  to  the  Hungry's  kind, 
Yet  Lazy  always  leaves  a  lack  behind, 
No  love  from  maiden  woos  decrepit  age, 
And  Death  stays  not  for  Beauty's  equipage. 

In  the  following  stanzas,  which  seem  to  me  highly- 
poetical,  the  stricken  bard  essays  to  persuade  Misfortune 
to  depart  awhile  to  dwell  among  the  rich  ;  but  is  answered 
that,  stricken  though  he  be,  there  are  jet  greater  miseries 
to  come. 

ON  MISFORTUNE. 

WILLIAM   MAC   GEARALT   SANG: — 

5Ab  roruT),  a  iboriAir  !  CAiror©  cuittreAc  óíoc, 
"Ha  bi  Art)  t;ocAiti  Ati  fopAi,b  a  s-conmuiTje  lui5e, 
Cmsió  Att  t;loeAr— bejóitt  coticatia  Ab  corimuise  mi, 
2i)Afi  a  b-t;A5A]ti  beoCATjnA  t/ocatya  beórft  btteA5  if  hot). 

2ln  t50TJAf. 

"Ni  h-Ail  1]ott),  a  btiAcAin  !  i)l  T3Atit;A&  let»  TjnAOf, 
beióeAb  fAicce  t;ao|  Ab  mArAib,  no  Ab  bttollAc  atjíot;  ; 
t)e]b  At)  bAirceAC  5AC  lA  '5Am  a  m-bACAf  i>o  cJ5e, 
'S  bejb  cAittTjje  A5ATT)  rAicce  Ab  boi)A]b  50  ceit). 

THE   BARD. 

"  Pass  on,  O  misfortune !  I  am  weary  of  thee, 
Dwell  not  longer  on  misery's  straw  with  me, 
Rise  forth  to  the  down-beds,  0  Leveller,  see ! 
Thou'lt  find  the  red  wine  and  sweet  beoir1  flow  free." 

MISFORTUNE. 

Not  I,  0  tny  cousin !  I  will  not  flee ! 

The  pang  to  dart  through  each  limb  I'll  be, 

111  guide,  through  thy  hut,  the  rain's  grey  sea, 

And  the  keen  thorns  of  sickness  I've  yet  for  thee !" 

1  beam  must  not  be  mistaken  for  beer,  though  seemingly  the 
same  as  the  latter,  and  possibly  its  root. 
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Here  are  words  from  an  elevated  and  upright  mind — 
they  would  not  be  ill  guides  for  a  life. 

"Hi  civirjiTT)  &U|tje,  'r  m  cu5A]ro  rno  flAt)  faoi  Aon, 
*S  mA  cívit)i&  Tt)|fe  vi  TneArAim  5un  cAin  ottnj  &, 

5W.T)  ctiac  fui5i&  roiibin,  vi  roiibjrie  c&c  ha  me 

*S  T)fl  civil  a  n-&uine  tjac  bujije  t>on  cA]l  rir?  roe. 
J  traduce  no  man — my  honour  to  none  confide — 
If  I  am  traduced,  I  feel  no  stain  abide, 
While  men  sit  merry  none  merrier  is  than  I, 
Who  in  differing  minds  still  find  some  common  tie. 

The  "  blunt,  bluff  honesty"  of  Englishmen  has  been  so 
truly  appreciated  by  the  people,  that  there  is  no  proverb  in 
Munster  looked  upon  as  more  an  axiom  than  this : — 

5^ine  SAcrArwAJS,  Smile  of  a  Saxon, 

OttApTjCAó  roA»nA|ó,  Grinning  of  curs, 

íilóAttc  bó,  Horn  of  oxen, 

Vio  cftúb  CApU]ll.  Or  hoof  of  horse. 

The  "Englishman's  smile,"  it  will  be  seen,  leads  the 
van — it  being  the  most  destructive.1  The  next  epigram 
was  made  on  seeing  an  Englishman  hanging  on  a  tree. 
Hideous  must  the  perfidy  have  been  to  wring  so  bitter 
words  from  a  generous-hearted  people,  as  these  are  : — 

If  TT)A]C  bo  COTVAÓ  A  CflAJl)  ! 

Rac  bo  toTtAó  ATI  5AC  aoij  cfiAOjb ; 

St)o  léAt) !  5<xo  cojllce  Inrjlf  ^lVí 

Lai)  beb'  co|iaó  5AC  Aon  lA. 

, 

1  Hardiman  gives  another  with  translation  to  the  same  effect — 
indeed  they  are  nearly  as  plenty  as  their  causes. 

Ma  bésv  cúrnAtm  ]\e  ^eAti  5AU&A 
2J)a  5iji6m,  01  pemn^e  bujc, 
be|6  cofbce  av-  ij  bo  ibeAllcA. 
2I3  no  comAO  An  viT1  5aII&a  rijoc. 
With  one  of  English  race  all  friendship  shim, 
For  if  you  don't,  you'll  surely  be  undone, 
He'll  lie  in  wait  to  ruin  you  when  he  can, 
Such  is  the  friendship  of  the  Englishman. 
This  has  been  pithily  done  into  Latin,  by  one  who,  (remembering 
the  Pope's  pun  on  seeing  the  Saxon  children — "  non  cuigli  sed  angeli.'1 
"  They  are  not  Angles  (Saxons)  but  angels'") — thought  the  English 
were  certainly  angels — of  the  torrid  zone  ! 

Anglicus  angalus  est  cui  nunquam  credere  fas  est, 
Cum  tibi  dicit  "  ave,"  velut  ab  hoste  cave ! 
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Good  is  thy  fruit,  0  Tree ! 

Plenty  of  such  to  each  branch  of.  thee; 

I  only  grieve  that  the  forests  of  Erinn 

Are  not  daily  full  of  the  fruit  thou'rt  bearing. 

fcíbjtic  A5ur  i>iAT)r5Wor  aitx  A5UT  An, 

TVtjca  5-Aij  ]ce  An  ?b]i  \r  <\n  cnAn) 

&n  ax)  cé  úí>  le'n  tniArj  lucó  béAfxU  bejc  flívi), 

t)o  ójbiTi  rlpcc  1|t  A5ur  ejneArnAin  ! 

Banishment  and  bondage,  ruin  and  remorse, 

Pangs  incurable  thro'  each  bone  and  sinew's  course, 

Be  his  lot,  who'd  -wish  well  to  England's  faithless  clann, 

That  exiled  the  noble  race  of  Ir  and  Ereaman. 

X>o  rrieAro^m  an  TaoíjaI,  'r  f£i*>  At)  tjaoc  mAn  ttoaI, 

2UUr&noro  'r  S&atati  ran  tu&is  rin  a  bj&  ha  b-pAiric ; 

Ca  at;  CeArb^iTi  ha  péan,  7í  T/éac  ao  Cnaoj  tha^  Aca, 

'5  "A  SAcrAi)T)A75  if'e]\)  &o  b-féj&m  50  b-pui5&ír  bar. 

Empires  have  fallen  and  decay  swept,  like  a  blast, 

Caesar,  Alexander,  and  their  like  into  the  Past, 

Tara  is  but  grass,  and  lo,  how  Troy  is  ghast, 

So  England  will  surely  die  the  death  at  last. 

I  shall  now  conclude  these  specimens  Trith : — 

CHAKACTEPJSTICS  OF  THE  FOUR  PROVINCES.» 

1r  aluio  rs&F  3 Ac  tl^ic  a  STjurijan, 

2I5  corAinc  cnice  5AC  AnbrAnn, 

Ir  cfn  MopcA  í  &e  rr>]l  jr  be  beój^, 

&5  ^fri-bf&eAT)  5<xc  &ír.leóm  ! 

1r  iomóA  5UC,  a  5-clAn  laiseAij,  50  meA|t, 

Scéut»  lÚAcrijAn  A5ur  cji&An-veATi ; 

Ir  ói5-beAtj  foineAn&A  f&lih  ceojl,  • 

1oni)A  b-pn)A&  UA]rle  'r  oi)ójn ! 

Wf  1]acca|ó  rujijqi)  A5  far  An  £A]c 

'Ha  mAi5&eo.T)  aluin  ir  iV|ib-?lA|c, 

21  5-cníocAib  UUaó  t)a  Iaijij  TijeA-fí. 

"Ha  f51Ac,  nA  n-eAc  ir  na  b-cnein-reAn ! 

Ca  ContjAcc  molcA|ó  &a  rn-bei&jnn  mo  tofb, 

ConnAcc  *.\oibmn,  5AQ  Aon  loc&, 

CA  ófi  le  VA5A1I  Af)t)  A5  lucb  Airmr  n-Aflfl» 

&5ur  TÍ  Cojjhacc  cjtuicneAcc  CmeAnn  ! 

Each  Minister  chief  is  a  stately  Flower, 
The  weak  one's  dauntless  defending  power ; 
Tis'a  land  o'er-fiowing  with  honey  and  beoir, 
And  shelters  and  succours  The  Poor  evermore  ! 

1  This  has  been  ki^Uy  communicated  by  Professor  Connellan, 
who  received  it  from  the  lips  of  a  Donegal  peasant,  O'Gailachcr,  in 

1825. 
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On  Leinster's  plains  what  voices  of  revelry, 
What  fleet-footed  steeds  !  what  Columns  of  Chivalry  ! 
How  musical,  mirthful  and  modest  each  maiden, 
Whose  soul  is  with  honor  and  truthfulness  laden  ! 

'Twere  easier  to  reckon  the  leaves  of  the  lea 

Than  the  beautiful  maids  and  high  chieftains  that  be, 

In  Ulster  ! — Grand  home  of  stout  steed-mounted  warriors, 

Thy  shields  and  thy  quick  swords  are  Liberty's  barriers ! 

Dear  Connacht  were  praised,  tho'  hushed  in  the  tomb  I  lay, 
O  Land  without  fault ! — thou  never  look'st  gloomily  ! 
For  the  Children  of  Song  gold  and  honors  flow  therein, 
And  'tis  Connacht 's  the  wheat1  of  our  green  pleasant  Erinn  ! 

Thus  terminates  a  desultory  but  not,  I  hope,  an  unread- 
able preface.  Throughout — the  Irish  and  arrangement 
have  been  under  Mr.  O'Daly's  care.  On  me  fell  the  choice, 
translation  and  versification  of  the  poems.  The  English  I 
have  tried  to  make  more  faithful  to  the  original  in  meaning, 
metre,  idiom,  and  order  of  ideas  than  is  usually  the  case. 
Where  I  have  departed  from  the  metre  (as  in  "  The  Slight 
Ked  Steed")  it  was  in  order  to  give  another  which,  inEnglish, 
sang  better  to  the  air.  If  it  be  objected,  as  has  been  the  case, 
that  the  Grecian  and  Eoman  deities  are  carefully  excluded 
from  the  few  Jacobite  relics  herein,  I  cheerfully  acknow- 
ledge myself  to  be  alone  the  delinquent.  If  the  opinions  I 
have  expressed  above  and  through  the  body  of  the  work, 
seem  too  favorable  to  these  Celtic  compositions,  as  peasant- 
ballads,  they  cannot  be  attributed  to  a  Celt's  or  Momonian's 
partiality.  For,  the  translator  is  an  Uisterman  and  of  Vi-"~) 
king  race,  deriving  from  their  publication  no  other  gain  than  S 
an  increase  of  respect  and  love  for  the  delicacy,  devotion  and  ( 
chivalry  of  a  rauch-maligned  people.  That  loving,  ever-young  I 
loyalty  to  Erinn,  which  they  tenderly  and  manfully  cherished 
through  the  most  tempestuous  ragings  of  persecution,  and 
to  which  they  devoted  their  heart's  blood  as  nourishment, 
appears  to  me  inexpressibly  noble  and  beautiful.  It  was 
the  prototype  of  that  young  Frenchman's  conduct,  who, 

1  This  very  flattering  allusion  to  Connacht  might  give  a  clue  to 
the  anonymous  poet's  birth-place. 
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having  obtained  in  the  Holy  Land  a  scion  of  a  cedar  of 
Lebanon,  watched  over  it  carefully  on  the  voyage  home. 
Who,  when  that  voyage  happened  to  be  protracted  by 
adverse  winds,  and  the  allowance  of  provisions  reduced, 
watered  it  with  part,  and  when  that  did  not  suffice,  with 
all  of  his  own  curtailed  allowance  of  water — and  who,  when 
the  irresistible  tempest  came  and  wreck  followed,  swam 
ashore  wTith  it  in  his  bosom,  and  died  exhausted  upon  that 
shore.  The  little  scion,  however,  has  itself  grown  and 
increased,  till  it  is  now  capable  of  giving  a  home  to  many 
singing  birds  and  a  shelter  to  a  multitude  of  men — a  stately 
.cedar  of  Lebanon,  in  the  Jardin  des  plantes,  in  Paris. 
Courteous  Reader  ! — Farewell. 

ERIONNACH,  M.D. 


ERRATA. 


The  following  errors  occurred  in  the  hurry  of  printing  which  the 
reader  will  kindly  correct  with  his  pen  : — 


Bead 

far 

Thro' 

Oer 

Lllad' 

Ulla 

Stalk              

Stalks 

Till 

This 

Live 

Life 

Gloaming 

Gleaming 

Growing,  and  misfortune 

Growing  mi 

Big                

Kg 

&'|ATtTtA|Ó 

b]]A}l\lA]6 

CaoI  CacH,  ... 

CAoleAcrj 

ACO 

CA 

t5AO]le 

ToAojlce 

Cut 

Out 

Ile-yeen 

Ne-yeen 

Sick  is 

Since  sick 

fortune 


line 

page. 

2 

5 

15 

5 

7 

17 

4 

19 

23 

21 

2 

25 

9 

25 

14 

27 

3 

44 

1 

64 

7 

78 

4 

92 

7 

93 

32 

173 

13 

189 

The  song  of  the  Caravat  at  page  16,  ascribed  to  James  O'Donnell, 
is  by  John  O'Donnell  of  Athlacky. 

There  is  a  verse  omitted  in  "  Drooping  Heart,"  p.  59. 

After  the  14th  Sheet  was  printed  off,  we  were  informed  that 
Slady  Castle  referred  to  at  page  214,  n.  is  on  the  estate  of  James 
(JKeeffe,  Esq.  of  Mountain  Castle,  and  not  on  Mr.  Chearnley's. 
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21M   BU21C1)21JU  BáiN. 

sesistw  o'coiie?iiTi3  R0  cum,  si.b.  1782. 

2t)Aifc»|0i)  Uo]  3^1  pA  bu^le  cft^Tjt)  jUif, 

^bojjie  Art)  AorjAft  co^f  itdjoII  cjia^a; 
21  b-^|Of  qtert/  T)éAÍcA  bo  óeAricAf  fpejftbeATj, 

2I5  ceAcc  6  cAob  beAf  i)A  ttjatia  ato  Óa^I  :  — 
Ba  ce]]tce  a  bjiAoice  tja  btqlle  jvjtn)  cii]ji, 

T^u^be  CAO]l-p]t)  buA^lce  Aft  pAji  ;4 
Jf  h  búoA]fic  le  bío5|tA^*,  "Oc!  uAillrrjo  c|to|6e-j*j, 

Ho  b-^eicpeAb  cojbce  rrjo  Bbu^CAjll  Bat)  !" 

Ba  CAO^t)  a  be^brbior), — bA  rcf\x)  a  b-^olcjtob, 

'S  A  blAO^   T)A  flAObA  TTJAtl  Oft   50  fA]l ; 

Ba  5|le  a  \)-é&t)M)  tjá  ^m]V  V&  TtéAlcAT), 

Bb^fT1  foluf  S^prjeAC  bo't)  c-fAogAl  Ttojrb  I  a  : — 

1  The  literal  translation  of  the  heading  of  this  song,  2ltj  buACAjll 
b&tj,  signifies  the  Fair  Youth,  the  Darling  One.  The  present  poem 
is  one  of  these  Jacohite  reliques,  whose  beauty  has  forced  me  to 
translate  them,  although  I  am  far  from  admiring  the  conduct  of 
the  Stuarts.  Yet,  I  do  think  it  would  be  wrong  to  consider  these 
songs  purely  Jacobite  (in  the  Scotch  sense),  for  the  Irish  cared  less 
for  a  king  than  for  a  deliverer  of  that  land,  which  they  loved  with 
an  intensity  beautifully  shown  in  this  ballad,  but  perhaps  more  so 
in  that  of  5]le  W}  Cboin&eAlbixm  in  this  volume. — Ek. 

2  Those,  whose  rage  for  anglicising  is  great,  have  made  this  John 
Collins ;  now,  the  Irish  family  of  O'Coilean,  or  O'Cullane  as  written 
in  Munster  at  present ;  or  Cullion,  as  in  Ulster ;  or  Cullen,  as  in 
Leinster,  has  not  the  slightest  affinity  with  the  English  family  of 
Collins,  and  consequently  no  right  to  usurp  the  name. — Ek. 

3  John  Collins,  author  of  this  poem,  was  born  about  the  year 
1754,  and  descended  from  the  O'Cullanes,  an  ancient  Irish  sept, 
who  were  formerly  lords  of  Castlelyons  in  the  county  of  Cork,  and 
the  surrounding  territory.     But  having  lost  all  their  possessions  by 


AN  BUACHAILL  BAN.1 

JOHN   COLLINS  SANG.2 

Air  : — "  Cailin  Donn." 

With  crimson  gleaming  the  dawn  rose  beaming 

On  branchy  oaks,  nigh  the  golden  shore ; 
Above  me  rustled  their  leaves  and,  dreaming, 

Methought  a  nymph  rose  the  blue  waves  o'er ! 
Her  brow  was  brighter  than  stars  that  light  our 

Dim  dewy  earth  ere  the  summer  dawn, 
But  she  spake  in  mourning : — "  My  heart  of  sorrow  ! 

Ne'er  brings  a  morrow — mo  Bhuachaill  Ban  /" 

Her  teeth  were  pearlets,  her  curling  tresses 

All  golden  flowed  to  the  sparkling  sea, 
Soft  hands  and  spray- white,  such  brow  as  traces 

The  artist's  pen  with  most  grace,  had  she ! 

the  turbulence  of  the  times,  his  tribe  and  family,  like  most  of  the 
Irish,  were  thrown  on  the  world  for  subsistence.  Collins,  showing 
early  symptoms  of  a  disposition  for  learning,  was  destined  by  his 
parents  for  the  priesthood ;  but  after  he  had  made  considerable  pro- 
gress in  the  classics,  untoward  circumstances,  or  perhaps  his  own 
wishes,  prevented  the  carrying  out  this  object.  At  the  age  of 
manhood  he  took  a  wife,  and  soon  became  the  father  of  a  family, 
and  was  obliged  to  turn  schoolmaster  for  their  support.  He  taught 
at  Myross  for  a  long  period ;  and,  while  thus  occupied,  composed 
several  beautifid  compositions  in  his  native  tongue.  His  poem,  en- 
titled <43t)Ac&r)ATÍ)  at)  buioe  Ó01I5Í0VAIÓ"  (see  Hardimaris  Minstrelsy, 
vol.  2,  p.  234),  surpasses  anything  in  the  modern  Gaelic  for  sublim- 
ity of  thought  and  elegance  of  expression.  HÍ3  translation  of  the 
Exile,  of  Erin  is  equally  beautiful.  Mr.  O'Grady,  late  President  of 
the  Ossianic  Society,  has  in  his  possession  a  large  collection  of 
his  manuscripts,  written  about  1774,  and  among  which  is  a  history 
of  Ireland,  but  left  in  an  unfinished  state.  He  died  at  Skibbereen, 
in  the  year  181 G,  at  the  age  of  64  years. — J.  O'D. 
\PiV]t,  i.e.  parchment. 
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<Do  bj  u|le  fojllf ]  r>A  5|té|t)e  A5  fiAi^ce, 
'Na  leACAirr  tt)Íot)Ia  cjte  Vjcjt;  bAt); 

SbocroAÓ,  jijo^óa,  b'A.  BuacaiII  Bat>  ! 
Jf  cat*a  fléACbAp  bo'T)  ti7-b]tu|T)3fotl  TT)A0?t6A, 

2t)blOCA]|t,   béAlcAlf,  Tt)Ú]1)ce,  T1)T)&  ; 

21'?*  b'p|0|*|tAi5  Ti)é  6]  a  lAO^ce  SAOibei^e, 
21  c]ve,  a  jaoóaIca,  a  bleAcc,  'pA  ca^I  ; — 

21t)  bu^l  bo  be^qb  citron  at)  AeÓ^tt ), 

Mot}  jejT)  bo  fievr|b  At)  e-T/Aoi^jl  a  5?tAb  ; 

Nó  cjiéAb  e't)  crtéit)-^eA|t  bo  buA]]t  a  céAbjrAjb, 
21  tt  a  t^Iaoóa?)  \\  "  2lr>  Buaca^U  Bat)  ?" 

2lt)  cup  a  ah  ti&aIcat)2  71.115  bATttt  |*5é]TT)e, 
O  rb?)A]b  r>A  b-^ITM01^  A  3°l  fA  ^"^T1  í 

Of  C]OT)T)  A  Cfté}T)-^|Tt,    MaOIT;  bO  CT1AOCAÓ, 

21t)  UIa6  at)  ^ll^lis  le  ceAh;  T)An)Ab  :  — 
Mó't)  leAT)AT)  cojrjceAC  |t^r>  5éjf  bo't)  \j\\i  cIa]T)T),3 

2i]Tt  ffiuc  t)a  2t)<\0|le  bob'  £AbA  A5  t;t)Att)  ; 
>Nó  céjle  at)  cao^15  ^uaiti  ce^ti)  t>a  CttAoibe, 

Mó']t  é<V5  fAT)  5-COT,T)C1T)T)  AT)  BuACA^ll  BAT)  ? 
21  bÚbAT.|lC  AT)  CéT.b-'pT.OT)!),    "  T)^  T)6AC  bo'r)  bTté^Tt)  ffT), 

<Do  T1!0")  b°  bfiéAÓc  me,  acc  'póóÍA  aca  • 
pA  5ttiollA*3^  ^e  ctteAll  Ai,Tt  3b^o6lu|b, 

Ct/IÓÓA,    CAOTÍ)T)AC,    AT)  Jrwjf  }-^]l  ! — 
Jf  CT.AT)  A5  5eA|l-50l  A  CAO]T)e  A  CTté]T)-p|fl, 

21  curt)AT)T)  ce^le  ]y  |?AbA  Aji  -pAi) ! 
0|3|te  5AolTÍ)ATt  2t)bíleAÓ  'p  &]b]Tt, 

'S  Cb0|T)T)  T)A  5-CéAb  3-CAC,  A  BuACAT.ll  BAT)  ! 


1  Cinel  or  clann. 

2  KcaIcai),  star.  The  allusion  is  to  Deirdre  and  the  sons  of  Ui*- 
neach,  called  CuTtA]óe  tja  CtiAojbe  Kua]6.í.  or  Heroes  of  the  Red 
Branch  ;  for  an  account  of  whom  see  Tra?isactions  of  the  Gaelic  So- 
ciety, Dub.  1808.— J.  O'D. 
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Like  crimson  rays  of  the  sunset  streaming 
O'er  snowy  lilies,  her  bright  cheeks  shone, 

But  tears  down  fell  from  her  eyes,  once  beaming, 
Once  queenly  seeming,  for  Buachaill  Ban! 

I  lowly  knelt  to  the  nymph  of  glory, 

The  fair  and  gentle,  the  beauteous  flow'r, 
And  sought  the  lay  of  her  gloomful  story 

The  kinel1  owning  such  lustrous  dow'r. 
"  Art  thou  a  fay  of  the  azure  sky,  is't 

From  royal  ranks  that  thy  race  is  drawn  ? 
0,  name  this  Highest  whose  fate  thou  sighest, 

For  whom  thou  diest — thy  Buachaill  Ban  ? 

"  Art  thou  that  star  of  the  maids  of  Erinn 

Whose  heart  is  bearing  such  burning  grief, 
Since  Ulla's  dolor,  when  fell,  unfearing, 

Thy  Naesi  prey  to  a  faithless  chief  ? 
Or  plaintive  fairy  who,  o'er  Moyle's  waters, 

Sent  Lir's  fair  daughters  in  form  of  swan, 
A  red-branch  knight  who  lies  low  in  slaughters, 

Was  he  thy  darling — thy  Buachaill  Ban  f* 

"  0,  none  of  these,"  said  this  wondrous  maiden, 

"  For  I  am  Fodhla4 — Queen  of  the  Gael ! 
With  chains  o'er-laden  my  clans  are  fading, 

And  chiefs  are  bondsmen  in  Innisfail ! 
In  wasting  woe  I've  been  long  a  griever 

For  One — the  heir  of  victorious  Conn, 
The  knightly  scion  of  royal  Eibhir,5 

My  darling  ever — my  Buachaill  Ban  f" 

3  Ifft  clAjiji),  the  children  o/Lir,  who  were  transformed  into  swans 
by  their  stepmother,  and  spent  seven  years  in  that  form  in  the 
British  channel.  Vide  MS.  OfTjjó  clAinne  lift,  announced  for  pub- 
lication by  the  Ossianic  Society,  also  Griffin's  Tales  of  the  Jury  Room. 
—J.  O'D. 

4  Pr.  "  Folia."     An  ancient  name  of  Erinn. 

*  Sometimes  written  Heber,  pronounced  Eiver. 
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Ssunt  bou  5^in  rit»  *  bfiu1u31.il  aih;ai&, 
2l*|*  b]  50  t;at/ca,  36  ^AbA  aca; 

<Do  p|t]Ot)t)í/A  TlAbAC,   clÚTTJATTIUjl,   Ulbjft, 

"CiiúpAC,  5&jtbAc,  ati  feACfiAT) ! — 
JT,k  'yo]x  50  cjtóÓA,  Y  bujbeAt)  t?a  b-^óftpA, 

2l|t  at)  5-cór*bA  50  b-loiDlÁt) ; 
2I5  cJTjeAÓc  Ab  p6|tcu|b  le  o^Aric  3ATI  ceóftAÓ, 

'S  buAjótrjb  póblA  bo't)  m-BuACAill  Bat)  ! 

21ti  clof  at)  f5é]l  fit)  bo  f3A1P  a  cIaot)Ca, 
'S  bo  TjAb  a  CAorb-cjtujc  óftÓA  bl&c ; 

<t>o  fejTiT)  a  5éA5A  5<vojl  a  t)-b|t6AccAÓ, 
2l'f  a  T1Í05A  AOfbA  bA  rbórt  le  riÁÓ  : — 

Na  b"^t>,  t)A  TTJjolcA,  1}A  CT)0JC,  T)A  cojllce, 

2Í|brje,  'f  I105A,  a  f)-]orr)ATibA6, 
Do  b^j  A5  Ti<virjce  if  t)A  3leAt)t>cA  qTT>cjoll, 

Le  5jteATTr)  b'A  lAOjcjb  bo't)  ttj-BuacajU  Bat) !" 


P21CR21JC  2t)2iC  5621KOJC1  KO  Ct)21N. 

^OOD— t4  OC  !    CAirleíVlJ  1)A  blíXTH)AI)0  TTJO  1Í)ÚITII)ÍI)." 

Ceó  bftAO^eACCA  feo^l  o^bce  curt)  pA^Ait)  roe, 

2l'f  ATi  rirjt)  qn  bo  c&tUaó  curt)  f  uA]t) ; 
2lrt)'  fíojt-CArAÓ  A  5-coT.llce  5AI)  AT,CftT,ob, 

5o  bftA0T-l0C  T)A  BlAftT)AT)T)  bO  CUAÓAf  I 

<t>0  fjt)eAr  COjr  CT/lAT,T)t)  3^1  r  tfA  rrj-blfccA, 

21 Y  CAOjb  lT,ort)  bo  c&i  131,3  f|  t;uat;, 
21t)  cAoio-beAt)  bAÓ  TT)jr>e  a't;  b^ó  b|teA5CA, 

D'Afl   fjolft^b  6  2lbATT>  ApUAf  ! 

1  Mac  Gearoit  was  a  native  of  Blarney,  county  of  Cork,    and 
composed  this  song  about  A.D.   1744.     He  must  be  an  obscure 


OF   MDNSTEB. 

"  Rejoice  !  Rejoice !  tho'  long  thy  slav'ry, 

At  last,  0  Bright  One !  he  comes — thy  Chief ! 
He  comes — thy  Champion — with  hosts  of  brav'ry, 

Whose  hearts  are  burning  for  thy  relief. 
With  armies  bearing  the  flag  of  Erinn, 

On  tall  barques  steering  thy  seas  upon, 
Soon  shalt  thou  crown  with  thy  hand  victorious 

Thy  lover  glorious — thy  Buachaill  Ban  /" 

Her  sorrows  fleeted — she  struck  the  golden 

Sweet-ringing  harp  with  her  snowy  hand, 
And  poured  in  music  the  regal,  olden, 

The  glorious  lays  of  a  free-made  Land  ! 
The  pebbly  brooks  in  the  vale  seemed  springing 

With  brighter  sheen  on  that  sunny  dawn, 
And  birdful  woods  with  delight  were  ringing, 

So  sweet  her  singing  for  her  Buachaill  Ban  ! 


THE  SPIRIT  OF  BLARNEY. 

PATRAIC    MAC   GEAROIT   SANG. 
Air  : — "  0  Blarney  Castle  my  Darling.'1'' 

Night  robed  in  a  mist  of  enchantment 

The  slopes  and  the  glade-arching  boughs, 
As,  tired  roaming  where  mansions  were  scant,  went 

The  bard  by  the  fay-lake  to  drowse. 
The  branches  of  blossoms  drooped  over 

Which,  sudden,  a  brightness  illumed, 
And  a  Fay  of  all  fairness  did  hover 

Where  shadows  druidic  had  loomed  ! 


"  olUri)  fie  bivn"  among  the  bardic  profession,  as  this  is  the  only 
effusion  of  his  we  ever  remember  having  seen. — J.  O'D. 
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B1063AT)  rno  c|tO]8e  'nArn  le  b-^cAf, 

Í>'a  3nAO|  cu5Af  lAn-3eAn  30  Iuajc  ; 
<Da  bftAOjce,  bA  n/jn-TtorS»  *>&  5^1  |te, 

Í>A  CAOin-leACA^n  Allien  3An  3|tuAirn : — 
4)  A  blAOj-polc  C|ub,  bir|óe-CAj*bA,  j:AinneAC, 

Oa  qoc  qiujnne,  blAcrnAjiA,  c^iiia^O  ; 
2l'|*  bA  -píojt-pAbA  í  'n  o]Óce  tvjojt  c&f  lion), 

Bbe]é  A3  fío|t-ArbA|tc  AjlneAcc  a  fnuAÓ  ! 

21  CAO|T)-beAT)  T)A  nrjn-glAC  'f^  T^A^TO  le*C, 

2tn  cu  2loffr}ll  6'n  tn-bAn-c]tA|5  a  b-cuA]3  ? 
2tn  cu  CljoÓnA  ó'n  fjc  Ipf  no  2line, 

No  2t)íoft]tAf  puAi]t  bAjijt  TnAife  An  c-fluA|6 : — 
Mó  'n  bnísbeAÓ  ^113  Mao]|*  leif  cA]t  fAile, 

Nó'n  íolcjtocAC  cnAjbceAÓ  £UA]n  buA^ó  ; 
Nó  V  Cl*jbe  leACf  a  a  jnff  nc  a  b-cjtAc  ÓArn, 

CA  cjji  Af  a  b-cAn3A]f  Aft  cuAfnb  ? 

to'-jrjojt  clAnnA  2t)íleAÓ  le  fiAó  *"&> 

Ce  b^e  tno  cA^nbe  cum  cua^h; 
21 Y  fíof  A3  BÁn  2lo^binn  bo  3nAcA]n), 

2Tf  le  bío3nAf  50  b-cAn3Ab  Annf  a  nuA|3  : — 
Í)A  infjnn  30  rn-b^Ab  Bjocúnc  nA  BlÁnnAnn, 

'Na  n-Aol-bno3Aib  A^lne  30  Iuajc; 
2Tf  An  SqobAfic  fjn  b]  le  t*oaI  j:AnAC, 

'Na  ní3  A]]t  cfi]  b-^T1^^!0  5°  buAn. 

21cá  trjó  e^le  aji  nrinqnn  le  jtAÓ  'nojf , 

2t)A'r  frjnn  Ijbfe  cnAcc  An  \)b  IuaÓ; 
3o  b-^u]lLAOi|*eAc  30  buioeAnTnAn-'r^n  SpAjnneAc, 

2Tp  a  t>3Ttol^e~^°Tt)3Tr  l&tWAji  a  5-cuAn  : — 
SsAO^l^b  cuxx)  cjvjc  JtMf  'pAilbe, 

2i'f  ní  fcjvjocjíAib  bA  nATnAfb  aji  cuA]jtb, 
21'f  51171  f a  rt)]  beA3  fo  a  b-|rion-óeine  An  2t)b^ncA 

í)o  ri)ui3p|b  30  \)-^z]-^ie  An  buAÓ. 

i  The  fairy  of  the  white  Rocks  in  the  north  was  2lO]BiU  (pr.  Eavil.) 
1  Pr.  Annia.  3  Pr.  Cleena.  *  Pr.  Deirdra. 
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My  heart  throbbed  with  rapture,  and  brightened 

My  soul,  'fore  that  nymph  from  Above, 
For  the  smile  from  her  brown  eyes  that  lightened 

Sent  my  bosom  a-thrilling  with  love  ! 
0,  berry-red  cheeks !  and  0,  cluster 

Of  curling  gold  hair  to  the  knee ! 
I  could  gaze  the  whole  night  on  your  lustre, 

And  the  night  seem  a  minute  to  me  J 

"  The  Brink  of  White  Rocks1  hath  it  been  a 

Retreat  for  thy  beauty  ?"  I  said, 
"  Art  thou  Ainne2  or  Miorras  or  Cliona,3 

0  gentle  and  snowy-palmed  maid  ? 
Art  thou  Deirdre4  whose  wonderful  fairness 

Lured  a  crimson-branch  knight  o'er  the  sea 
Hast  thou  tidings  of  sorrow  or  rareness 

From  thy  wand'rings  to  whisper  to  me  ?" 

"  For  Mili's5  high  clann  I  am  grieving, 

Of  that  Flower  of  the  Brave  is  my  race, 
And  long — long  I've  mourned  in  Ban-aoibhinn6 

And  yearned  their  return  to  The  Chace. 
But  know  ! — of  the  Viscount  of  Blarney 

Soon  the  voice  in  your  turrets  shall  ring, 
And  the  Exile  be  victor  in  war,  nay  ! 

Three  Islands  will  crown  him  their  King ! 

"  These  tidings  thy  clansmen  to  charm,  or 

To  frighten  their  foes,  bear  away  ; — 
Our  warriors  in  Spain  d'on  their  armour, 

And  the  barques  of  white  sails  fill  the  bay. 
They'll  wing  to  green  Erinn  their  way — tide 

And  tempests  shall  scatter  the  foe, 
0,  Freedom  shall  gladden  ere  May-tide 

The  true-hearted  Lordly  and  Low ! 

*  Latinised  Milesius. 

6  Pr.  baun-eevin — the  "  pleasant  plain  or  slope"  which  lies  beside 
the  Loch. 
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21  féjTtj-jíjjt  r)A  cfié|5  rge  A|t  ad  b-tAob  fo, 

21'f  céxv^rxvrb  l]on)  fjof  50  T^jt  Boi^r)  ? 
21)aji   a   b-^A^A^t  céAb  b|tu^r)5]oU  ttjaojioa   j:aoi 
ófiAo^eAcc  Arm, 

21  T)-bAOfi-bfiACA]b  fjobA  A5up  x\i6l\ ; 
Beió'  pléifieAcc  5AC  Ue  '51^1)1)  a'f  AoibrjeAf, 

Bejb'  ^&ajta,  be^8  jtAince  A5up  ceol ; 
2l'|*  céjle  rrjA'r-  rr)6]r)i)  leAC  jwt)  o^bce, 

2t'f  a  i)-é]fi|c  bejc  cjvjor;A  bqfi  65 ! 

SMM")  bob'  b|té]C]iib-n  a  Bbn1^15» 

21'r  cAbA^jt  CTt^rbre  Ajt  ^eAÓ  n^  bArrj  130  66  ? 

5o  b-c^eAb  ^eAl  A5  ^éACA^t)  rr;o  ÓAO]r)e, 
2l'f  50  T)-béAt)£Ab  5AC  tvjb  cu]t  a  3-có^ji : — 

2t)o  |*5éAlcA  bAnj'  cé^le  50  Tj-^pob, 
21' |*  rrjo  ÓAorb-beAT)nAcc  co|6ce  cu|t  leó, 

5o  T)-béA1)CA]t  !t)0  lé||t-CU|t  £A  l|05A^b, 

2t)A  cfté^m  cu  a  CAO^o-beAi)  ^Ait)'  6eo]t) ! 

1  Tyrone,  all  Ulster,  was  anciently  famous  for  its  skill  in  druid 
power,  and  this  reputation  of  superhuman  art  seems  to  have  long 
adhered  to  it.  This  sometimes  appears  even  yet  under  a  modified 
form,  in  a  manner  rather  flattering  indeed,  but  also  not  seldom 
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u  And  thou,  wilt  thou  visit  th'  entrancing, 

The  beauteous  green  glenns  of  Tyrone,1 
Where  a  hundred  bright  maids,  in  silk  glancing, 

Enchantment  doth  number  her  own ! 
We'll  have  festivals,  dancing,  and  gladness, 

The  harps  shall  light  music  outpour, 
The  fairest  fay  love  thee  to  madness, 

And  thine  age  change  to  glad  youth  once  more !" 

"  0,  fairest  of  Fairies  !  so  sweet  are 

Thy  words  that  I'll  fly  to  thy  dell, 
Ere  a  month  when  I  place  my  goods  meeter 

And  say  to  my  kindred — '  farewell !' 
The  beloved  of  my  youth  I  must  give  her 

My  kindest  of  blessings  for  aye, 
Then,  from  thee,  gentle  fay,  If  I  sever 

May  I  swiftly  go  down  into  clay  !" 

* 
astounding  to  Ulster  families  who  may  have  settled  in  some  parts  of 
the  south.  Whenever  a  neighbour  falls  sick,  or  an  animal  pines 
away,  to  them  come  the  persons  most  interested  in  the  matter  ask- 
ing for  medical  advice,  and  discontented  unless  they  receive  it, 
believing  the  refusal  to  proceed  from  surliness  of  disposition,  and 
not  from  want  of  power ! — Eb. 
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O  r>  c-SiotXMtW1  50  Rac2  aY  cojf  oatjca  bAi.r^orjA 

at)  c-fléib  ;3 
Ni  veAfAc  aot)  aic  bA  bfieAácA  aV  bA  8e|fe  tja  é, 
2lr>  bA]le  beA5  bÁt)  ca  Ia^tt)  le  bAftjtA  tocb  L&jt). 


1  Sjonain,  the  river  Shannon. 

«  R&c,  Charleville,  county  of  Cork. 
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LOCH  LEIN.4 

Am : — "  Red-haired  Maris  Wife.r 


The  following  song  was  supplied  to  us  some  years  ago  by  Mr. 
Conor  Mac  Sweeny,  a  gentleman  well  known  to  Irish  scholars 
through  his  edition  of  the  "  Songs  of  the  Irish,"  &c,  published  in 
1844,  who  took  it  down  from  the  recital  of  his  mother,  an 
excellent  Irish  singer.  It  is  very  popular  in  the  South  of  Ireland 
— more  particularly  in  the  locality  which  it  commemorates. 
Killarney  is  the  most  attractive  place  of  resort  now  in  Ireland, 
being  visited  by  tourists  from  all  parts  of  the  world.  It  has  also 
been  immortalised  in  Fenian  poetry,  as  a  place  of  general  resort  by 
the  Fianna  Eirionn,  or  Irish  Militia,  for  hunting  the  red  deer,  with 
which  the  country  then  abounded.  In  one  of  these  poems,  published 
in  the  Fourth  Volume  of  the  Ossianie  Society  Transactions  (see  p. 
201),  it  is  stated  that  vast  amount  of  treasures  are  buried  under 
the  waters  at  the  northern  and  other  sides  of  the  lake. 

The  O'Cearbhuills  or  O'Carrolls,  were  ancient  chiefs  of  this  dis- 
trict, but  the  O'Donohues,  ancestor  of  the  present  O'Donohue,  M.P. 
dispossessed  and  reduced  them,  and  erected  a  new  territory,  to  which 
they  gave  the  name  of  Eoganacht  Locha  Lein. — J.  O'D. 


I've  roved  thro'  a  thousand  vallies  when  gay  youth  was 

mine, 
O'er    Sliav's   verdant  slopes,    and  from  Eath   to  where 

Shannon's  waves  shine, 
Yet  never  a  spot — tho'  fan-,  and  fair  withont  stain, 
Was  bright  as  the  white  dear  village  by  blue  Loch  Lein  ! 


3  SljAb,  a  district  so  called  in  the  county  of  Kerry,  where  an 
annual  fair  is  held,  known  by  the  popular  name  of  AonAc  aij 
c-rlélbe,  i.e.  the  mountain  fair. 

4  Now  the  Lakes  of  Killarney. 
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Mac  Aoibit)t)  at)  A|t  t)A  b-t;Af  Ai,b  tonctqge  30  b-úrt 
2lt)  bAifi  30  Tió  b|teA5  A3uf  pí&D*  Att  rbACAib  r>A 

2t)ÚTÍ)AT)  ; 

C|tA^T)T)  lo^5it;  aV  bAi,b  3AT)  ctiacc  ati  plurrjA  t)A 

AbAll, 

%'y  5u]t  A3  Hot;  At)  CbAi)fleAiiT),1    frjor;  rrjtJA  A3 

fei^TI)  A  b-C!U|T). 
21  TT)-buT)  COjtCA  T)A   j4<>5   frjot)  |*pÓTtC  A3  x AO]C]b  bA 

t;eAbAt;, 
Bjot)  x']o\)  A3U1*  be6|jt  Afi  bónb  aca  a  nj-bur)  couca 

a  t>3leAtw ; 
Bíot)  at)  t^aó  'co  cutt)  T/pójnc,  curt)  ceói,l  At)  bruqb 

a't»  At)  CTieADAfl, 

2lr)  lot)  bub  t/At)  tttjóIac  50  ceólriiAfi  ati  bAjtriAO] 
TiA  5-cnAr;T;. 

«Do  fiúblAT»  Baoi,  BbéAuriA,3  co||*  6]nt)e,4  a't;  at;    « 

fAT)  C-fOITl  CUA1.Ó, 

Coif  2t)A|i)3e5  5 At)  bnéA5,  A3UT/  cneirbr/e  a  t)-Arur;  a 

b-'CuArbu^t),6 
Mí  t;ACAt;  AOt)  bAll  be't)  trjei.b  cé  3UT1  b-pAbA  í  rrjo 

CUAJttb, 

Ba  bneA3CA  t)Á  Locb  \&\Q  iDAji  a  rrj-biorjt)  at>  tijAt;- 
fluAg.9 


»  Ror  At)  Cr)Airle&]ti,  Ross  Castle  on  the  lakes  of  Killarney. 

»  This  mention  of  Ross  Castle  proves  that  a  certain  degree  of  an- 
tiquity belongs  to  this  poem ;  for,  in  all  probability,  it  was  com- 
posed long  before  the  siege  of  this  stronghold  by  the  English  under 
the  command  of  the  "  mercihss  Brochil''  in  1653.  Eoss  Castle  be- 
longed to  the  noble  family  O'Donochoe  Mor,  chieftains  of  the  ter- 
ritory called  the  Eoganacht  of  Loch  Lein.  It  is  picturesquely  si- 
tuated on  a  jutting  "ross"  or  headland  on  the  eastern  side  of  the 
lower  Lake,  and  commands  a  beautiful  view  of  the  waters,  the 
winding  strands,  the  green  and  wooded  islets,  and  the  wavy  outline 
of  the  mountains — boundaries  of  the  horizon. — Er. 


OF   MUNSTER.  15 

How  beauteous  that  vale  where  berries  blush  on  each  tree» 
And  stateliest  oaks  overshade  the  flow'r-starr'd  lea ! 
0  stately  as  tall  masts  are  they,  where  apples  gleam  bright 
And  damsels  from  Ross-castle  casements2  pour  songs  of 
delight ! 


Bontorra  of  hosts  !  thou  gladden'st  the  children  of  song, 
They've  red  wine  and  sweet  mead  ever  thy  valleys  among, 
They've  deer  for  the  chasing,  woodcocks  and  starlings  I 

trow, 
While  blackbird  and  thrush,  their  minstrels,  sing  on  each 

bough ! 


I've  wandered  red  Bearra  and  Thomond  many  times  o'er, 
Through  Ulad'7  the  grand  and  by  Erne's8  bright  green- 
woody  shore, 
But  never  my  eyes  have  seen,  by  mountain  or  main, 
The  peer  of  the  fairy  mirror  of  blue  Loch  Lein  ! 


8  ttéAjtTtA,  a  region,  and  now  a  barony,  that  of  Bere,  in  the 
south-west  of  the  eoxinty  of  Cork. 
«  CiniJe,  the  lake  called  Lough  Erne. 

5  2í)íviT)5,  a  river  in  the  county  of  Kerry. 

6  Cuac  2Óúri)An,  Thomond  in  Clare. 
*  Ulster. 

8  Loch  Erne  is  a  most  magnificent  expanse  of  water,  gemmed 
with  green  emeralds  of  islets,  whose  trees  and  shrubs  look  down 
over  the  very  brink  ;  it  is  situated  at  Enniskillen,  the  azure  moun- 
tains of  Connacht  guard  it  on  the  west,  and  one  of  the  most  perfect 
of  the  "  monarchs  of  time,"  an  Irish  Round  Tower,  raises  its  mystic 
head  above  its  once  sacred  islet,  and  seems  to  rule  the  waves  from 
the  island  of  Devenish. — Ee. 

9  2l)&5-f  lu.*5,  the  good  people  or  fairies ;  literally,  the  host  of  the 
plain. 
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%H  C2iR2lBt)2iT;.i 

sesisrjus  ot>osi)Utmiii  no  cy>m> 

fOTJIJ— "  C^|Tt)fe   ATI)'  CO&lA,    "|C.M 

)]•  f  AbA  cív  £uaitt)  A5  3luAjfeAcc  eAbnAitw, 
213  cuau  cum  rpAnnuiTW  a  3-Clívu  U^  Néjll; 

O  bA^lce  T)A  CUACA  50  bftUAC  T)A  f  AirPje, 

UAbA]i  aV  eA5lA  &y  An  An  TjAOibeil ; 
T,'<x  f |Ofn7AÓ  no  rbóft  t*at)  3-cttAT)  r-o  n-Aice  Ijtjt), 
2lt)  eA5lAiT*  buAncA  An  uaiu  at)  Aifn-|T)T), 
2I5  fjle  T)A  fúl  cAbAinc  coTT)Ainle  bun  leAfA  S]h, 

21 f  cA|Tttr-e  ait;  cobU  t)6  if  qott  rrjo  r^eAl! 

21  buACAiltjbe  at)  cnoióe  t)a  b^b  a  b-feA]t3  lion), 
)X  b|b  bo  fpneASAirr)  tt)o  nAióce  béil ; 

*Ca5at)t;  ofT)Ab  att)  cnoióei)UA|n  C]tt)  tja  Ioatjat)  fib 
Í)lí3e  t)A  b-eA^Ailfe  it*  AilTje  Tí)éiT)T) ; 

2lcc  A5  iroceAcc  le  bAojf  A5  béATiAÓ  Airiiljf  bun 

T)AT)TT)AT)T), 

2t)An  t>o  beic  bA|ll  3AT)  uaoatic  An  TTjeAnbAll, 
5eAllAirnfe  6^b  50  b-fuil  bún  t>Airf)be  A5  TOA5A 

TiVITHf  e  ATT)  COblA  1)6  If  f ÍOn  TT)0  f3^Al  ! 

Jf  e  céA3Af3  T)A  cléine  A'f  nein  t)a  r)-eA3Ailfe, 
2lt)  c-fli^e,  TT)An  TT)eAfAiTT)fe,  b'f eAun  cutt)  <£)é  ; 

2l'r  V]  ^5  bul  curt)  at)  aot)A13  le  f  AobAn  30  f  eAn3Ac, 
T^néAT)  f  aoi  AniT)  cutt)  IAtt)AC  t;a  b-pléAn ; 

1  2li)  CAfiAbAC,  $e  Caravat.  This  song  was  composed  about  the 
year  1810,  by  James  O'Donnell,  of  Laurencetown,  Kilfman,  co.  of 
Limerick,for  two  factions  which  staited  in  Munster,  who  went  by  the 
soubriquet  of  Caravat  and Shanavestj..z.  cravat  and  old  waistcoat.  Not- 
withstanding the  exhortations  of  the  clergy,  and  their  denunciation  of 
the  lawless  system  pursued  by  these  misguided  men,  they  followed 
their  nocturnal  visits  to  the  farmers  of  the  infected  districts,regulating 
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THE  CARAVAT. 

JAMES   O'DONNELL   SANG. 
Air  : — "  Fm  Asleep,  or  the  Truth  I  Declare." 

Among  us  this  long  time  a  rumour  in  motion  goes, 

Foreboding  dissent  in  thy  land,  O'Neill ! 
From  towns  of  the  inland  to  where  the  blue  ocean  flows 

Stalks  Arrogance,  Slaughter,  and  Dread  'mong  the  Gael. 
There  are  murmuring  whispers  abroad  in  my  haven  here, 
That  at  mass-hour  the  Church  seems  in  sorrow  most  grave 

and  drear, 
That  from  you,  for  your  own  sakes,  with  tears  it  doth 
crave  an  ear 

Taimse  am  chodhla  no  is  fior  mo  sgeal  ?2 

0,  friends  of  my  heart  against  me  bear  not  anger's  wrath, 
'Tis  you,  you — faraor  !    whom  my  sad  words  wail, 

I  mourn  that  I  see  you  tread  only  Red  Rancour's  path, 
Exiled  from  that  Church  who  for  you  did  ne'er  quail. 

0  men  !  of  the  drink  of  Despair  are  ye  quaffers  mad  ? 

0  blind  men !  you  see  not  the  grief — the  Hereafter  sad, 

Now  !  now !  may  the  Saxons,  your  foes,  look  with  laughter 
glad! 
Taimse  am  chodh  a  no  is  fior  mo  sgeal ! 

Hear  the  voice  of  that  Church  which  toheav'n  is  gratefullest, 
The  tones  of  our  patriot  priests  which  cry : — 

"  Go  not  unto  fair-greens  with  anger-and-hate  full  breast, 
Tis  friends  and  not  foes  whom  you  doom  to  die." 

the  letting  of  land,  sale  of  buttermilk,  &c,  until  many  of  them 
paid  the  penalty  by  sacrificing  their  lives  on  the  gallows.  James 
O'Donnell  composed  the  present  song  on  the  occasion,  which,  if 
deficient  in  poetic  talent,  is  at  least  highly  valuable  as  containing  a 
wholesome  advice.— -J.  O'D. 

3  Literally,  "  I'm  asleep,  or  true  is  my  tale." 
2 
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Mac  beAlb  att  ttjoaI  bA  léA^AÓ  A3  3aIIaco|t), 

S11!1  D,1^&C^t)t)A3A08Al  CA  A5&éA1)AÓAT)ACAtlA7r)0, 

2I3  jreAlUó  ati  a  céjle  ^aoj  31)6  3AÓ  feAi>A  cejTic, 
Bb^fc  A3uf  CAjtAbAC  bÁTj  bo  c]té|3 ! 

21  6u|T)e  3AT)  Tt?eAbA]|t  cA  A3  UbAjTic  30  ceATjAf  ac,1 
TeAtw,  5AT)  eA3lA,  at?  at,c  ^aoj  at)  c-t;ao3aI; 

73u]3  peAftA  t)ACCAbAijt  óujca  t)-aíi)  at)  féAtJA-berr, 
Lorn,  tja  at;  cAtiAbAc  bAt)  bo  cfié]3 ; 

Jr  ]Ab  At)  bA  bAll  C113  butt  3-ceAt)T)  t^ao]  cA|tcu]r,oe, 

2l'f  CA|XTtu|T)5  bl^ce  t;at;5aU  a  5-C|Ot)t)  5AC  DAjle 

A5UTb, 
)X  eA3lAC  l|OTT)  311ft  pAT)T)  |*]b  eACOTt|tAr 

'CA]TT)T,e  ATT)  cobU  'frjA  &&iri3  "^  • 

2lTt  CA1f5e    T)A  ATI  TTÓTl,  Aft  Ófl  T)A  ATI  A]fl3]Ob, 

2t)o  bjtÓT) !  i^i'i  AjTie  aco  acc  b]tu]5eAr)  a']»  pie; 
21  leAbAjt  'f^  TT)6]be  a  t)-oI  't;a  T^ufTitJe, 

21't*  TT)ÓTt-cuib  DjieACAib  bo't)  bAr;-pAipéAft  ; 
2I3  ceAÓc  bo't)  c-ffOfur)  bjot)  c]iót)-pu]c  bAfl^ce, 
2t'T*  eAcbTiA  TtjÓTi  aco  ATI  Roman  Catholics. 
2I3  1  ceA&  '^5  ól,  a't*  bÚTi  b-pocAfbe  A3  ceAot)A  leo, 

T3A]rr)T'e  attj  coblA  t)ó  if  pjOTt  ttjo  tsoaI  ! 

Mac  :jot)3T)a6  Ijott)  t)ac  TTjú]T)eAt)t>  bAbA  ffb, 

Corf)AfTtle  fASAfTic  t)Á  curtfA  At)  c-T;A0|3eil; 
CA  D-tru^l  bu|t  3>CA]TA]b  a  5-cúiTic  lA't)  plé  tjó't? 

ACATlTlApt), 

Cbun)  búrt  5-cú]t;  bo  CA3TIA0,  \)o  búfi  3-cAj*  bo  pie: 

1  The  poet  repeats  here  one  of  those  arguments  which  doubtless 
assailed  his  good  advice  in  conversation  before.  His  opponent  me- 
naces him  first,  and  then  taunts  him  with  the  fact  that  the  law 
(which  he  had  broken  in  the  bard's  neighbourhood)  laid  its  penalty 
on  the  bard,  I  suppose  in  the  shape  of  an  extra-police  tax. — Eb. 
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How  woeful  the  Saxon  would  look  and  sink  evermore, 
Did  the  Irish  uniting  once  vow  not  to  sever  more, 
And  for  sake  of  old  Freedom  resolve  to  cease  never  more 
This  Shan-vest  and  Caravat  factions  did  fly  ! 


"  0  man  without  spirit !  who  talkest  so  very  meek, 

Thy  high,  gallant  courage  can  need  no  stay, 
Understand,  then,  henceforth  thou'st  no  aid  on  that  merry 
week, 
When  Shanvest  and  Caravat  factions  display ! 
These  two  arms  have  left  thy  friends  powerless  to  squeak 

behind, 
And   foreigners'  laws  brought  on  your  homes  to  wreak 

their  blind 
Vengeance ! — I  fear  that  both  leave  thee  but  weak  of  mind. 
Taimse  ain  chodhla  's  na  duisigh  me  !"2 

Alas !  you've  no  thought  but  for  striving  and  quarreling, 

You  stay  not  for  friendship,  for  love,  or  gold  ; 
Mid  swearing  on  books  and  the  black  ale  unbarreling, 

With  ink-horns  prepared  and  the  parchment  unroll'd 

What  tales  at  the  Sessions  your  foes  will  be  setting  forth, 

The  vile-visaged  bailiils  will  then  spread  their  netting  forth, 

They'll  drink  and  be  merry  while  your  purse  is  sweating  forth 

Its  very  heart's  blood  in  their  wringing  hold ! 

I  wonder  that  nothing  will  teach  you  to  mend  your  lives, 

Clerical  counsels  or  ways  of  men  ; 
At  court,  in  the  law- battle,  where  is  the  friend  who  strives 

To  plead  for,  or  shelter  or  shield  you  then  ? 


1  In  the  last  line,  he  says,  "  I  am  in  my  sleep,  and  don't  awaken 
me" — a  very  significant  phrase.  Pr."  Taumsha  mo  hulla  iss  nee  yoosa 
me,"  or  as  it  is  often  said  especially  in  Ulster,  Ta  me  mo  hulla  iss 
na  doosi  me,  which  a  Sacsanach,  when  calling  for  that  air,  meta- 
morphosed into,  "  Tommy  Maculla  made  boots  for  me !" — Eb 
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t^A  peiciofl  fib  nÓTÍ)Aib  búfi  j-córbATtpA  ceA^A^lce, 

pAO]  ^Uf  A]b  50  blÚC  3AT)  r^l^  k  CAfA  aco  ; 

í>íol  Ain^ib  le  bum  A5  ct)úic  le  T)A  3-CAnfibur, 
T^A^fe  An?  cobU  t)6  if  jqoji  rno  f5éAl ! 

Í>A  TT)-blAÓ  cIat)t)a  3A0&aI  ^T*  AOn  c01^  A15^, 
2t)o  brtÓT)  !  bA  beACAifi  a  5-cIao|8  50  \)-h^; 
<Do  bnonnpAÓ  tdac  <Dé  t*at)  c-|*ao5aI|*a  jiac  onjiA, 

21 Y  TVJO5ACC  T)A  b-plACAf  A  5-C fV{OC  A  f  AOJAtI  I 

J|*  eA5lAC  Itott),  ^AttAoin  !  5ufi  iDeAlUó  f|b, 
3o  b-tniil  trlACAf tt)ati  Trjfc  cori)  -puisceleSASfArwAi  j, 
OAT)  ATTjAjtc  A]t  Crvjof  b,  t^t)  T^Víonójb  beAt)t)A]5ce 
'G&fnj-pe  aid  coblA  t>6  if  ^íoji  rno  f5éAl ! 


21  T)-A]T)TTt)  tt)|c  <£)&  bo  béAjipAircT)  ceA5A|,5  b^b, 

CorbAjTtle  butt  leAfA  biv  ttj'a^I  lib  é  ; 
3 at)  bqc  A5  -jiDceACC  An.  fcttAe  t)a  ftAobA  a  acatjca, 
No  -\Y  bAO^Al  bib  eAj^uine  t)6  cait)  ó't)  5-cléin. : 
5l^cA]5í6e  ciaII  AJt*  be]T)|6  butt  t)at)tt)AT)t)A, 
^u1315Í&e  ^^1t)  5°  b-jmil  at)  f ao^aI  aji  Iaj* a  £Ú5Aib 
2I5  treAlU  A|t  a  céile  Aft  5AC  cAob  box)  c-feAi)T)A- 
cejnc 

Bb^fC  A3U|*  CATtAOAC  Cn/JOT)  5AT)  H^li)  ! 


21N    Ct)U2tJC1)Jtt    Bt)JNN. 

Jf  AT)T)|»  AT)  OlÓCe  b^TT)  "pA,  bftÓT)  ! 

Bíoóat)T)  tt)o  cno|6e-n  a  tc15  Arn  ^óc  ; 
Ciot)T)  cuiqrt)  a  t^tiaó  le  Mac  t)a  T)-Ó5f 
2l'f  3*t>  colt  t)a  cno]6e  n&  aot)  catt). 
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Behold !  now  already  your  neighbours  in  fetters  there, 
With  no  sweet  hope  of  Freedom — till  to  Death  they  arc 

debtors  there — 
Paying  boors  for  scant  friendship — a  breath  of  the  better  air 
Their  white  money  strengthens  our  foeman's  den. 

Did  the  clanns  of  the  Gael  but  unite  in  sincerity, 

What  foeman  could  conquer  or  good  man  grieve  ? 
0  Heaven  would  grant  us  long-living  prosperity, 

And  glory  of  glories  when  life  would  leave. 
That  path,  0  my  friends  !  you  are  turning  your  backs  on  it, 
Before  you  Disunion  stands  armed  with  his  axe  on  it, 
He  flees  from  our  foeman — he  leaves  the  vile  Saxon  it ! — 
The  sway  upon  earth  and  life  divine  ! 

In  the  name  of  the  Highest — these  counsels  I  speak  then 
forth  ; 

For  your  sake — for  sake  of  our  bleeding  land ; — 
Return  to  the  fold,  nor  its  mild  orders  break  henceforth, 

Lest  on  your  brows  be  imprinted  the  brand. 
0  return  and  turn  quickly ! — we've  but  a  short  life  of  it, 
This  sorrowful  wrath,  sure  the  Low'r  World  is  rife  with  it, 
What  fools  'mong  their  friends  would  make  one  scene  of 
strife  of  it, 

Life  to  your  GOD  and  for  Liberty  stand ! 


THE  MELODIOUS  LITTLE  CUCKOO.1 

'Tis  night  by  night  I  sink  in  gloom ! 
Dim  shadows  around  my  sad  heart  loom 
Since  Ive  come  to  love  youth's  fairest  bloom, 
The  pure,  the  true-souled  maiden  ! 

1  2liJ  cUAlcji)  bfnn,  literally,  the  melodious  little  cuckoo. 
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O  <Dbl*  3AT>  1T*e  A5ur  We  A3  olr 
21  b-CAOAtrtt)e  At)  £]OT)a  1)6  a  b-qri  t)A  TI-Ó3, 
<DY&3£ait)T)  péit)  rrto  céile  a  td-dtioo 
3^')  cojt  5AI)  luc,  5 At)  coifcéirt)  núbAil, 
21  t)-otleAt)  puAji  5At)  eeAf  t)A  coin, 
2Tt*  5AI)  AOt)  t)6AC  léi  bA  5AolcA^b. 

Jf  iAb  i)A  b-éAt)lA]c  it*  fe]t)e  -\\  birtne  5lortr 

21  n  OAnnA  5&A5  A5  béAi)Art)  ceójl ; 

)V  J)*!!1]**  3°  TJ-biAbfA  Art)  corbATtpA  éóib 

^3  T1UDA^  An  A  b-r:uAib  3AI)  AOt)  ciaII  ! 
O  cAirt)  ne  T*eAlAb  a  b-pi<M)  no  rbón, 
BI1A3A11)  lAt)-j*AbA  A3ur*  nA]tce  at)  fo^rbAjn, 
Le  ceAt)t)cA  cojia  t)An  A|TitT)jbeAT*  póf , 
21  T1Í5  t)A  3-c6rf)ACc  t)A  lei5  tt)e  a  bjteóg, 
S^ce  a  t)-uai5  a'í*  tt)0  ceAt)i)  £A't)  b-pób, 

21'r*  TjeAb^b  bAt*  rt)ur)A  b-pórfrAn  lé  ri)e  f 

Ta  aoí)  beinb-pún  &TÍ)Ait)  A'f  td'acajti  be6 
21 Y  biA|b  50  bnAc  A3  cAl  t)A  n-beón • 
2I5  ctiiaII  t&xr)  6A1I  aY  mir^  ^T1  Ve°&t 

5at)  con  i)A  lúc  Att)'  3&A3A ! 
T/frjb  At)  5-cIat)T)  t)ag  t)-beATit)A6  peACAb  £óf , 
21  co|rt)  it*  31  le  't)A't)  c-Aifi3eAb  be6; 
<t)o  ciobnAb  foluf  a  n-boncAbAt*  boib, 
21  t)3le<M)t)CAib  ceo  A5  5Abail  At)  nob, 
21 Y  3UT1  rt)illr*e  lion)  6  t)A  belli t)  P03, 

'Ma  T*túcttA  aY  n?ll  t)A  b-6ifieAt)r) ! 

T^né  cuac  t)A  3-crtAob  rt)A  cÍ3Jn)  curt)  bAjf, 
Mi  b-pA^AÓ  fí  coibce  freAn  r>l'r  £e*W> 
5o  b-cui3peAÓ  ri  pé^t)  £aoi  ceAi>t)  beAS^ir), 
5un  Ab  olc  acA  x)  béAt)<\6  ! 

1  "  The  Land  of  Youth."    For  descriptions  of  this  beautiful  clime 
the  reader  is  referred  to  Vol.  IV.  of  Transactions  of  the  Ossianic 
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0  Dhia  !  that  we  were  in  the  "  Tir  na  n-og,"1 
Or  in  streamy  glenns  where  joys  disembogue, 
The  suitors  and  sorrows  aforetime  in  vogue, 
The  scornful  tones  and  saddening  sneers, 
Looks  brimming  over  and  over  with  tears, 
Some  chill,  far  isle  would  be  laid  in  ! 

The  sweet  voice  of  birds  in  leafy  trees, 
Would  shed  soft  songs  on  the  honied  breeze, — 
'Twere  smiling  to  have  such  neighbours  as  these, 

And  wander  with  care  unladen  ! 
For  long,  long  have  I  this  crushing  pain, 
In  griefs  which  could  no  solace  obtain 
Red  Autumn  passed — ere  it  blush  again 
My  head  shall  rest  'neath  the  grass  so  green, 
Or  I'll  win  for  my  bride  my  bosom's  queen, 

This  flower  of  Blossoms  unfaden  ! 

My  father  lives  and  my  sistereen, 

But  they  cherish  tears,  they  grieve  unseen, 

For  my  strength  is  fleeting,  and  pale's  my  mien, 

My  arm — no  vigour  is  therein  ! 
Thro'  the  sinless  bird  of  snowy  white, 
Whose  brow  is  more  fair  than  the  silver  bright, 
0  'twould  shed  a  ray  of  beauteous  light 
In  the  darkest  glenn  of  mist  in  the  South, 
And  I'd  rather  one  kiss  of  her  little  mouth 

Than  the  honey  of  Olden  Erinn  ! 

Ah !  if  I  die  from  my  white  cuckoo, 
She  never  will  find  a  heart  so  true — 
And  she  will  mourn,  in  a  small  time,  too, 
The  deed  she  doth  is  so  cruel, 


Society  -,  the  Voyage  of  St.  Brendan,  by  D.  F.  M'Carthy,  and  the 
radiant  romances  of  my  talented  friend,  "  Feardana,"  of  the  Natioh. 
— Er. 
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Í)a  rrj-bjAÓ  A3^rr)  í  'b]]t  rrjo  IAttja, 

T^bl0b|lA]T)T)  fOCAftACC  bf  5AT)  CAjrrj, 

B'^ú  í  f A3A1I  be  bfiejp  c<vrt  rpi)&ib, 
te  £eAOAf*  a  cjiéice,  a  rt)é-\r)X),  'f  a  ca^I, 
'Sa  corbrjujge  a  3_cú]|tc  bjteAg  AolrbAft ! 

2t)&Y  A|t  q  ttjo  njeAllcA  Afvjr  a  cA]ft, 
Mi  cfteifcjTT)  leAc  a  b-£ir|l  cú  fiA^O, 

<£>A  Tlí-OjAÓAp^f.e  b0CC  a']4  50  b-^A5A6  II)  ^6A]t  DAf 

3o  i)-5e6bcA  lion)  3AI)  aotj  jiAb  ? 
Ní  bob'  cujb  bo  C113  me  3ftAb. 
2lcc  bu^cfe  ?é]v  a  fpéijibeAi)  bfte&j, 
21  cuac  t)a  3-cfiAob  flAi)  leAc  50  b]tAc, 
21  ó|to]óe  Y*  5TtÁ8  ^*  cú  c&n/  cjiA6, 
<£>A  rrjo  l^orr)  5AC  A"|C  A  b-£U|l  ^éAft  A3  £A]% 

Mi  iA]t^ii)t)  f e6]filit>5  j-pjie  leAc  ! 


21H  cesmojNei.1 

Ta  CACÚ3A8  rrjóft  A]t  ti)A|5i)e, 
21 Y  bolAf  le^f, 

O  C\rX)  At)  f  AO5AI  A3  ACAftflÚ3A&, 

Le  c|té]ri)fe  aY  b|tejr, 
ClAtro  t)a  b-cAo^eAc  3-ceAt)t)AfAc, 

43a  b-CAbA]]tC  A1)UAf  CU117  CA|tCA]fT)e, 
2lY  clAt)l)  t)A  lópAC  ACAJlftAC, 

pAO|  CbeA|ib]t)el ! 

1  Sit)  C&n&Tt)ejl.  This  was  an  article  of  female  apparel,  much 
worn  about  the  middle  of  the  last  century,  same  as  hoops  are  at 
the  present  day.  About  the  same  time  came  into  vogue  the  high- 
heeled  shoes  and  high-cauled  caps,  which  formed  the  fashion  till 


OF   MUNSTER. 

Might  I  press  her  to  my  breast  for  aye 
I'd  soothe  her  sighs  in  the  gleaming  gray, 
With  soft  caress  and  sweet  minstrelsy, 
For  in  beanty  of  mien  and  mind  more  fair, 
0,  she's  worth  all  the  troops  of  damsels  rare, 
Who  have  mansion,  gold  and  jewel ! 

"  If  to  deceive  me  once  more  you  try, 
I  trust  not  half  your  bright  words,  I ! 
Had  I  no  grass  growing  misfortune  nigh, 

Would  you  sing  me  then  of  your  true  love  ?" 
"  I've  never  loved  your  grass  nor  kine, 
But  your  own  dear  self,  0  maid  divine  ! 
And  now  farewell !  my  blessing  be  thine — 
0  bird  of  the  wood  !  you  have  grieved  me  keen, 
Had  I  every  spot  where  grass  grows  green 

I'd  ask  for  no  farthing  with  you,  love !" 
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THE  CARDINEL.2 

My  heart  is  full  of  gall,  to-night, 

And  sorrows  swell ; 
To  see  what  changes  fall,  a  blight 

On  hill  and  dell; 
Kindly  clanns  and  valorous 
Are  sinking  poor  and  dolorous, 
And  crafty  clanns  look  tall  o'er  us 
In  the  Cardinel ! 


about  the  year  1800  or  a  little  later,  when  they  gave  way  to  a  more 
becoming  and  tasteful  mode  of  female  attire. — J.  O'D. 

2  This,  the  cardinel  cloak,  was  a  "  new-fangled"  kind  of  mantle 
for  the  female  sex ;  I  think  the  word  should  be  written  cardinal, 
but  not  being  deeply  versed  in  millinery,  I  prefer  retaining  the 
original  Celtic  orthography  so  far. — Er. 
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2it)  uaiji  cféib  30  bcf  At)  AiFftiów, 
Ní  A3  ctiAcc  aiti  a  beib  ; 

t^íV  ATI  At)  t)-bUAl5Af  CÍV  ó't)  &CA]t-TÍ)AC, 

Le  -pA^Ail  lA  at)  brieve ; 
21 Y  30  b-cos^AbAOif  T)A  rt)A]tb-co|fip, 
"Ca  jrjllce  fíop  a  T)5lAT-At)r)Aib, 
Le  fUA|rt)  a  5-cit)t)  A3  eACCAjiAb, 

^•f*  *T>  5-CeÁTibit)el  ! 

)X  &  bejti  SAÓb  W\  CbACAf  a, 

'5nr  2iiT)t)e  leir; 

Nfl  ffObA  A3U]t)l)  T)A  ^A1T'10t)CA, 

'Sir  SeATiri  50  rt)-beió  ; 

JofpATT)AOlb  At)  3eAt)A|fte, 

2l'f  biolpArt)Aoib  AT)  Cr)ATTA1fie, 

21'r*  ceAi)t)ócAÓrt)AO|bt)e  pAifiOT^tA, 
t)o'T)  CbeATtb]t)el ! 

9X  TTJÁCAITt  T)A  bí  T)-6ATlTlAlb  l]OTT), 

Hi  cóiri  buic  a  beic; 
T^a  '3Ab  rt)0  fAocAri  feAccri)uiT)e, 

21't*  £ÁbAlcAf  lejf, 
T^Aib  6a  ^AbAiTiít)  bAit)3e  A3uit)T), 
2l'r  TIA5ATD  bÁ  i)-biol  b|A  Sacaitit)T), 

2l'f  CeAT)t)6CA]b  fjAb  fAT)  ^AinOt)CA 

Í)F)o't)  CbeAjtb|t)el! 

SQaIIacc  <De  'fi^A  b-éA3A|lr*e, 

'Sat)  PbApA  lejr- ; 
2lft  aot)  tjgac  beó  bo  CAicpeAÓ  cú 

21  CbeA|tb|t)el ! 

Na  leAT)£AÓ  bO  t)A  ]TA1f10t)T)CA, 

<t)o  b^oc  Art  3AÓ  reATjAbeAt), 

BflAC  bOJT)  bfieibít)  bACAl)T)AC, 

2l'r*  cAbA  lejT*.  . 
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0  when  they  go  to  hear  the  Mass 

They  mind  not  Hell, 
Nor  think  what  wages  drear  may  pass 

At  their  Last  Day's  knell. 
For  'tis  they — themselves  ! — would  raise  the  Dead, 
Who're  folded  deep  in  daisy  bed, 
With  noise  from  every  crazy  head 

O'er  the  Cardinel ! 

"  We've  no  silks  nor  fashion  new," 

Saiv1  and  Annia  tell, 
"  But  sure,  each  has  a  passion  to 

Be  just  such  a  swell ! 
Let's  eat  the  praties  wee  and  wet, 
And  sell  the  pig — till  we  can  get 
The  fashions !  faith  they'll  see  us  yet 

In  the  Cardinel  !" 

"  Och,  mother,  don't  be  hot  at  all,2 

It  doesn't  suit  yoursel' 
My  whole  week's  hire  you've  got  it  all, 

And  more  as  well. 
We've  two  white  kids,  none  fatter  play, 
We'll  sell  them  both  on  Saturday, 
Themselves  will,  for  that  matter,  pay 

For  the  Cardinel!", 

The  Pope's  curse  and  the  Church's  too, 

With  book  and  bell, 
'Light  on  whoever  clutches  you, 

0  Cardinel ! 
Who  will  uot,  as  their  mothers  would, 
Wear  dyed  frieze  and  the  other  hood 
Which  every  change  of  weather  stood 

By  wood  and  well. 

1  This  has  been  latinized  Sabia,  (it  is  pronounced  Sive). 

2  The  mother,  it  seems,  would  not  agree  to  the  selling  of  the  good 
potatoes,  so  they  devise  another  method  of  raising  the  funds. — Er. 
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7~uac  rtjo  cno]6e  a'j*  rw'&^ye, 

í)bo't)  CbeAnbjrjel ! 
O  corjAnc  ^llce  An  caiU]^  é, 

'S  rné  A5  ^Ab^il  cne  5bleAt)t)  plqj^1 
<Do  pneAb  rno  cno^be  ne  b-^t)t)p<xó 
B<v  cofri)ú]l  í  le  b-AT)i3fpiO|r<v|b, 
<Do  buAjleAf  aV  bo  leA5<vf  "j, 

2l|t  lAn  t)a,  ple^c  ! 


^2iJS5   I2l2t)1)2l. 

U1U1&2I)  mC  C&RC2W  2111  t3ÍW2l  HO  C^H. 

21  clAt)t)<v  5A0I  £*Vff5i"5  bun  Iatt)a  le  cé]le, 
Cu^b  /to^a  fUAf,  ca't?  bAjne  An  f  aocaji, 

pA^nisibe  50  blújé 

21  T)-A]ce  luce  At)  CÚjl, 
'S  x)&  ce^beAb  a  lúc  An  AOit>£eAn, 
DneA^AitAjo  i)A  bújn  'x  qtAOCAjb, 
C]A  ^AbA  Ó^b  jrÚTjcA  a  t)-bAonbnu|b, 

2I5  AccanrjA  cu^nce, 

Bbún  5-CAncA  't)bún  T)-búcA]5, 
2lcnA^6e  a'j*  píqnc  5AÓ  -péjle  ! 

Ná  cu]5íó  a  ca]  nbe  a  nAb  5U|t  Treason, 

<Do  óu|T)e  bA  b-cnÁccAb  An  bAlA  At)  c-f  AO^jlfeo, 

'Sa  b-cu5AbAn  cÚTjAit)»), 

í)o  bl|5ce  but)orc]ot)t)i 
Le  mjOtJA^be  bA  b-cAOAjnc  f  a  t)-é]ceAÓ, 
P|t)5|t)  t)&n  b-jqu  At)  conp  tJAotbcA, 
21  b-poinn}  At)  pníoijnr^  f*0!1  rim 

'S  t)A  nA^b  At)  2t)ujne  bo  bn^5 

2lcc  At)  ojueAb  le  rnrjAO], 
'S|f  bu^t)e  5At)  cjvjc  bo  5^1^06 ! 

1  5teAi)t)  ^leirSí  Glenfiesk,  or  the  river  Flesk,  in  the  county  of 
Cork ;  for  an  account  of  which  see  Windele's  Historical  Notices  of 
Cork  and  Killarney,  p.  424. — J.  O'D. 
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My  hearty  curse  and  loathing  tear 

The  ugly  shell ! 
Since  I  saw  a  hag  this  clothing  wear 

In  Glen-flesk's  dell. 
My  heart  leapt  up  in  sudden  wrath, 
She  looked  an  old  ghost  on  my  path, 
I  struck — she  got  a  muddy  bath 

In  her  Cardinel ! 
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GRASP  HANDS ! 

WILLIAM    MAC    CURTIN   OF   DOON    SANG. 

Be  your  hands,  Irish  clanns,  with  each  brother's  united, 
And  hurra !  on  the  goal  of  our  labours  we've  lighted  ! 

So  stand  on  your  guard, 

O'er  your  country  keep  ward, 
Let  none  be  enslaved  or  affrighted  ! 
One  bold  blow  will  soon  end  the  matter, 
Dash  down  your  harsh  foeman  and  shatter  ; 

Tho'  long  was  your  slavVy 

Great  was  your  brav'ry, 
And  the  spoilers  of  homes  we  will  scatter ! 

Believe  not,  good  friends  !  that  'tis  treason 
Of  the  world  and  its  changes  to  reason, 

We've  far  better  cause 

To  name  thus  the  vile  laws 
They  impose  without  justice  or  reason ! 
They  blaspheme  the  high  might  of  Lord  Jesus, 
Who  loves  us — who  guards  us — who  frees  us 

Full  soon  from  their  guile, 

And  they  basely  revile 
Sweet  Mary,  the  purest  who  sees  us ! 
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Í)a  b-cA3Ajb  a  b-criAc  ox)  SbA|r)t)  Invasion,1 

3<>  CaIaTC  TPbitJT)  'Cfl&JA2  V)OX)  bíVÓ  f]lj  BéATlflA,* 
BíV  CaItTJA  At)  CflUp, 
<Do  TIACAÓ  OV)  ^t)ÚTT>A^T),4 

3o  b;ACATt)^]t  útíiaI  bA  b-jréACAiTTT), 

Fin  B]0|t|tA5  A5uf  bi^cce  U|  Méjll6  fo^ri, 

'S  Cot)acca7  attti  púb  ati  féjbe, 

O  )t>ir  t)A  ti7-B68, 

5o  ttoifte9  t)A  feól, 
NuAi,Tt  clu|t)^bif  seojt)  a  ^aIca! 

Ba  cu]5ce  bo  cAc  A|t  r3AT,l  V*  jtéilceAi),  , 

N6  Aft  AT)  fSATTJAlfA  b'jrAf  30   Ij-ÁTlb  Alfl  Poebuf  ; 
Mo  Aft  Al)  5-CUAICÍt)  b^T), 

<£)o  b]  A5  Ub^jTic  r-At)  3-coill, 

Nó  A]t  AT}  lAf  A|Tt  bO  bf   AT;?)!;  T)A  ]*péATtCAÓ  ; 
3uTt  Ab  ACATtAC  TtÍ5  b]   t)5AOTl  6Ú|T)tl 

í)'pu|l  A|r)rT)eAri  6]lif  c-SéAtt)u|T*;10 

'S  31III  TT)|C1.b  AT)  T)í6  flT), 
<t)0  CeACCU]T)  CUTT)  cjvjce, 

JJuri  TTMjC  ^eiCjOTT)  le  bjol  ua^ti  éi^t). 

Jf*  iotttóa  SA3|*AT)r)AC  liv]b||t  Iat)  bo  f  ao^aIcacc, 
'3&  b-"puil  beACA  30  ríNTT)  'f  brieAgcAÓc  éAbAi.5 ; 
Na  3-cA]ct:|b  f*|ub  rcjvjoc<v, 

3aT)  A1C]0T*  3AT)  AOTbT)eAf, 

3at)  ceAb  aco  fu]3e  aji  at)  b-céAtmiA, 

1  Invasion.  Want  of  self-reliance  is  the  never -failing  charac- 
teristic of  the  Irish.  In  the  chief  part  of  the  compositions  of  the  last 
■century,  Spain  and  France  are  invoked  for  assistance  to  rid  Ireland 
of  English  dominion ;  but  these  great  powers,  although  France 
made  two  or  three  efforts,  and  Spain  one,  only  smile  at  the  folly 
of  a  people  divided  among  themselves,  and  lack  courage  when 
the  opportunity  presents  itself. — J.O'D. 

2  V]orjr)  Ctt&5A,  Ventry  Harbour  in  Kerry. 

8  bé<\íi.ri<s  Berehaven,  the  bay  of  which  the  poet  points  out  as  a 
6af  e  landing  place. 

*  2T)úrijA|n,    Munst&r.       The    poet   calk   to  mind   the  victories 
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If  Spain  of  her  arm'd  men  should  spare  a 
Battalion  to  Ventry  or  Béarra, 

How  Munster  would  shout, 

How  her  swords  would  leap  out 
With  the  gallant  O'Neill'  and  Clan  Biorra ! 
Right  gladly  would  brave  Connacht  lead  them. 
And  drain  all  her  vallies  to  speed  them ; 

From  Innis  na  ni-bo11 

To  Derry  would  flow 
The  conquering  billow  of  Freedom  t 

All  know  by  the  light  stars  have  given, 

By  the  clouds  o'er  the  sun  which  were  drive% 

By  the  cuckoo's  sweet  song 

Speaking  green  woods  among, 
By  the  flame  that  hath  flashed  in  high  heaven, 
That  of  kings  we  shall  soon  have  a  changer 
In  our  chief's  heir  so  long  a  world-ranger. 

0,  'tis  time  that  he  come, 

To  his  Land — to  his  home, 
And  our  welcome  is  warm  for  that  Stranger. 

The  Saxons  so  sensual  and  greedy, 
Full  of  riches  and  gold — yet  still  needy, 

Living  all  for  this  world, 

From  this  Land  shall  be  hurled 
With  a  thundering  shock  and  a  speedy  ! 

obtained  byCeAllAc&n  Cb;  Ainl  against  the  Danes,by  bTMATj  t>ofiojTi?e 
at  Clontarf,  a*id  by  Sarsfield  at  Ballyneeta,  over  the  Williamite 
troops,  in  1690.— J.  O'D. 

6  Fm  l)bioftn-A,  the  men  of  Birr. 

6  U]  ftéjll.  The  Ultonian  chiefs  of  that  name  are  referred  to  here. 

*  ContjAccA,  Connaught. 

8  1 W,  i.e.  Inis-Bofin. 

9  fcoifie  t}A  reól,  Londonderry. 

10  SéAmur.  This  is  James  II.  the  most  dastardly  poltroon  that 
ever  set  foot  on  Irish  ground.  He  lost  Ireland  at  the  Boyne  ra- 
ther than  leave  his  daughter,  who  was  married  to  William,  a  widow, 
just  as  if  she  could  not  get  another  husband  among  the  Irish  chiefs 
to  replace  the  old  Batavian  veteran. — J.  O'D. 

11  Pronounced  Innisk  na  mo,  i.e.  the  isle  of  the  cows  (possibly  Inijjr 
tja  ra-bo  £]onn,  the  isle  of  the  fair  cow. — En. 
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2ti)  peAÓ  rb<x|fifí]ó  i?a  rojllfe  A5  poebuf, 
NA  uirse  f*D  l]i?5  pi)  téqr ; 

'S  cUikxv  ri)]c  2t)jteAÓ, 

21  b-j:e<\|i<vr)  a  floruit, 
Le  jreAjtcA  6|l  &o]\ib  At)  Aot)  rb^c  ! 


UJILJTO)  jHSgS1  KO  Ct)21N  (1740). 

'Cix  015-beAt)  f  ai)  cjjt, 
'S|f  eóUc  bArt)  % 
)f  cjtort)  a  pole,  if  fiArb<\ji  A  T10^ 
)f  njoÓAjl  Y^f  nj^-ir^AC  \. 

Le  t)a  Tt)éA|tA]b  fe]i)eAt)T)  ti> 
2lft  céAbA  pu||tc  50  \y\x)\) ; 
2t)o  léAi) !  r\)o  cjieAC  !  t)Ac  b-£eAbA|ri)  ceacc, 
21  5-céjt)  cA]t  leAjt  a'|«  ^. 

Ta  |*cA|b-beAt)  cóifi  f  At)  qjt 
5|tív6  5AÓ  073-P7TI  1, 

BéAlcAT)  eólu]]*,  5JVf<V1)  Afl  bócAjt, 

BAibjT;  ójióa  At)  5\i]VV  I 

Wfl  cIaoi)  tvj,  cteAf  t)a  cjtojbe 
2lcc  qié]ce  n?A|ce  5fv|t)i), 
2t)o  1§at)!  rrjo  cfieAc  !  i)ac  b-£é<vbA]ti)  ce^cc, 
21  5-cé]t>  cA|t  leAjt  a't  \, 

T^A  b-6jt-£olc  búcUc  bAt), 

()  c'jtÓ]T)  A  qt)t)  50  y!\]\, 

Le'|t  reóUó  r]t)t),  rr?-cvp.  leo]t)ce  o'r)  ^3A0]C, 
21  5-corb5A]i  qqb  At)  c-ntAjb. 

1  For  an  account  of  William  English,  see  Poets  and  Poetry  oj 
Munster,  first  series,  p  27,  Introduction. 
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While  the  sun-flame  above  us  burns  ever, 
"While  water  fills  ocean  and  river, 
Our  green  Father's-land 
Shall  no  more  bear  the  brand, 
And  a  tyrant  shall  enter  it — never.  I 
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THE  EXILE'S  FLOWER  OF  LOVE. 

BY    WILLIAM    ENGLISH. 

A  maiden  I  did  see 
In  this  pleasant  counterie, 
With  tresses  bright,  with  looks  of  light, 
All  beauteous  grace  is  she  I 

She  strikes  the  soft  harp's  notes 
And  her  voice  most  sweetly  floats, 
My  woe  !  my  loss  !  I  may  not  cross 
With  her,  the  brine  of  boats. 

A  stately  maid,  I've  seen, 
Of  all  brave  youths  the  queen, 
Our  star  of  Love,  our  sun  above, 
Our  blithesome,  gold  bedbin.2 

Her  heart's  a  very  shrine 
Of  qualities  divine, 
My  loss  !  my  woe  !  'twere  joy  to  go 
With  her  across  the  brine ! 

Her  hair  of  eurling  gold 
That  to  the  grass  is  rolled, 
Doth  make  us  move  where'er  she  rove, 
As  to  sails  the  breezes  hold. 

2  Pron.  bau-been,  an  affectionate  diminutive,  "  my  litth  baby. 
3 
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Le  t)a  béjljT)  b|T)i),  caij%  cUc, 
'SeAÓ  léi^eAT)  fj  't)  BíobU-  Aft  cIatí, 
'S5AC  Ait  bo't)  qjt,  't)a  T)5eAbA6  rrjo  trj&ot), 
5o  b-cosb^ó  CTqopb  léj  l&tt) ! 

7^&  f5^il  1)A  5-CAOJl  t)A  5|tUA6, 

21t)  b^]i)-cneir  c-féiTt>  3AT)  stiuajit)^ 
M]0|t  be^5  at)  r*A05Al,  bVoit)  peAfi  ^aoj't)  fpéjTt, 
3b^AbAÓ  ceAb  fujje  léf  50  bu<VT) ! 

Jf  £AbA  Tt0^6  11)0  CUA-|Ttb, 

2I5  éAlób  léj  cojf  cuaji}, 
Í)Á  hi-ojaÓaitjt)  5AI}  aot),  A5  50I  CA|t  rr/étf, 
Ma  TpeAC  bo  6é<\T)pAb  buA^ric! 

FACAbf A  AT)01f  A  TJÚt), 
"CaTI  fAlle  5lAf  T)A  b-COT)t), 

21'r*  ^A5^Ab  tt)o  5TIAÓ  seAl, 
Sat/  Afc-feo  50  búbAC  ! 

21  2t)buirte  ^óticai^  6újt)i?, 
Ké]5  ATJOIf  ÁTi  3-cúir, 
2l'f  1)AC  ^Á^AIWT1]   A!)  bAlT)-C1)e]f, 

Í)á  to'ájI  léj  ceAÓc  Ijorrj ! 

2t)Á  CJ51lT)--n  A  T)UT)  CATl  COTT)T), 

2i'p  50  b-qocpAb  cÚ5Ab  5AT)  rbo]ll, 
$)a  b-c|ocpAó  l^on?  50  caott)-Ó|1,  cjujt), 
3o  b-có5pA6  at)  -rrrrúic  órr/  ó|to]be  ! 

Cir|Tqqob  ^ÚJAC  5AT)  1t)0]ll, 

5lU]t)  rá3*6  5n°i6e> 
í)o  béATiTJiqTjT)  liort)  cú  b-£Ab  ób'  óúicce, 
^}V5]V  cjuiiicAir  W]vl 
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With  little  red  lips,  bright, 
She  reads,  so  sweet  and  right, 
The  Book  of  Heav'n — where'er  I'm  riv'n, 
May  HE  shield  her  round  with  light ! 

The  berry's  crimson  glows, 
Amid  her  cheeks'  pure  snows, 
0  fair's  his  life  who  wins  as  wife 

This  brightest  flow'r  man  knows  ! 

0  long  would  be  my  way 
With  her  by  dell  and  bay, 
Were  there  none  behind  to  weep,  or  find 
Some  means  their  hate  to  pay. 

But  now  upon  the  brine 
Of  barques,  is  floating  mine, 
And  I  must  leave  my  love  to  grieve, 
My  Flower  of  Love  to  pine  ! 

Sweet  Virgin !  ah,  bestow 
Some  solace  on  our  woe, 
For,  sure,  I'd  ne'er  forsake  my  dear 
White  Love,  if  hence  she'd  go  ! 


If  now  I  cross  the  sea, 
Yet,  soon,  I'll  turn  to  thee, 
And  then  thou'lt  come, — thou'lt  surely  come, 
And  drive  this  cloud  from  me  ! 


Soon,  soon,  I'll  guide  unseen, 
A  poney,  swift  and  keen, 
And  we  will  rove  from  Erinn,  love, 
My  gentle,  maiden  queen  ! 
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V&CKW   0'CONCI)UbJ)2l1R  KO  CT)21K. 

2lcA  A^5||t  caoji?  le  feAl  aid  clAOjbeAm, 

H|  plAf  t>A  bjtéAj  ! 
<t>o  bftAbAi3  3AO|ce  cAjvftfOA  effort), 

Lé  5|tAb  bA  f5^rb  ! 
21  I*  ATt)u]l  b^ob  i^ojt  ceAi)5ri)AÓ  liijp, 

O  cAjiIajo  me  J 
2I5  CAjftyol  qojtCA  a  b-j:Ab  6m'  TjAO^beAlcA, 

he  j:&t>  ^t)  c-fAO^A^l ! 


V\]  Vío^s^a  í  bo  fUb  T170  c|toi6e, 

Le  3jiAb  bA  r5éim  i 
21 Y  311ft  5^le  a  cu]ru  r)A  ft)eAccA  A|t  CftAOfb, 

'Sa  bfiA^A^b  n)A]t  5e| f  ; 
21  £jv|ocaI  cao^t)  ^f  b]vwe  Iao^ó, 

Ha  5Ai|i  i>A  b-céAb  ; 
<Do  50]t)  me  eftiom  le  ^uftwe^TÍ)  3ftiiK>> 

<DA  ji&jóce  féfrb. 


21  pole  30  jrjoft  A3  |:tíACA  ffof, 
5o  £Ait)oeAc,  fté]3; 

^o  f  jíacac  fl|TT),  30  buAlUc  bu]óe, 
3o  b-Alujw  513^  ; 

21  beA]tCA  5tMi)D  &o  jtAb  n?e  aji  bAojf, 
9X\  &'l&3  rxje  f  aot)  ! 

Le  cAjci^orb  c]ao^óe  bo'r)  A^3||t  CAOft), 
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THE  GENTLE  MAIDEN. 

PATRICK   O'CONNOR   SANG. 
Am : — "  Caskel  of  Mtmster" 

My  heart  is  o'erladen 

With  trouble  and  care, 
For  love  of  a  maiden 

Sweet,  gentle,  and  fair ! 
I've  strayed  among  strangers 

Full  many  lands  o'er, 
But  the  peer  of  that  dear  one 

I  ne'er  met  before ! 


Her  beauty  so  rare  is 

Tha*  love  her  I  must, 
The  snow  not  so  fair  is, 

And  swan-like's  her  breast ! 
And  her  word's  gentle  measure 

Rings  tunefully  clear, 
0,  it  wounds  me  with  pleasure 

The  voice  of  my  dear ! 


Her  yellow  hair  streaming 

Soft-curling  and  free, 
Like  liquid  gold  gleaming 

Is  beauteous  to  see ; 
The  sweet  smile  of  her  glances 

So  joyous  and  bright, 
All  my  reason  entrances 

With  love  and  delight. 
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21  T1)AlA  CAO|l  Aft  A  1)-&A&AI)  CAOJl?, 

7~uA]|t  bAjtTi  CA]t  be^b; 
2t'f  a  leACA  cjit)  ttjAjt  f  t)eAccA  sift)?, 

/C|tef5Aili)A  5-cAOfi; 
21  ttjAtijA  c|tu]t)t;,  a  T*Ari)uitc  lie, 

2ij*  blAc  t)A  5-cjiAob ; 
2l'f  Aft  AjlrjeAcc  3t)AOf  51171  f  AftAfb  ft, 

BeAp  Pb&jt  aY  Pb]t|ATt)! 

21  leADAfft-cjtofb  ny\x)  ff  3AfbA  3^, 

'Sir  K&iweAc  ftéjm ; 
2I5  cAftftA^  3ftfb  A^  bfiACAjb  If  t>, 

Le  bAftft  a  rt>éAft, 

CeAflCA  fTflAOfC,  aIa8  Aft  l]T)3, 

Jf  cl66  3AÓ  éfi), 
í)o  ÓeAlbujbeAb  at>  Afi)5fft  caojij, 
Í)'^á3  njé  a  b-péitJt». 

C|A  511ft  feAf  bail)  cftojbe  311ft  freAft  n^e  6^bf|cr 

9X)\)b  a  5-céf  u ! 
21 Y  bo  cleAÓc  5At)  coffi>feACc  fifteAfbAl  bu]6'ryef 

MAft  clAc  a  ftéfrtr, 
WfOft  Óeói)A6  TT)']i)qr)t)  bArr?  3AT?  ftftAOCAÓ, 

Le  5ft&6  bo'i?  béfc 
2Tfbeft  feAl  bA  cojrrjbeAcc  5A1)  ceAb  bo't?  c-f  A03AI, 

Ma  f5Ac  ^o]xv  cléjft ! 

O  6|teóftA8  Cjvjofb  f*AT>  ftób  cú  Am'  Ifoi?, 

2i'f  511ft  3|iA8Af  bo  rbéftn}  I 
2t'f  50  b-f:u|l  cAc  bA  Ti7U]6eATt)  5« ft  pAfftcjoc  rjtK>> 

2i'f  bo  cAfl  5U|t  léAf>, 
3u]t  6eA]tbui5if  leb'  bftf  AcjtAfb  bfiw, 

3u|t  5ftAÓ  leAc  n?e 
Nf  ceAftc  At)  blfée  30  r5<W*tt7*<>Tr 

5o  bftAc  leb'  50&J. 
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Her  pure  brow  most  fair  is 

Mid  maids  young  and  meek, 
The  snow-circled  berries 

But  shadow  her  cheek ! 
Her  breast  has  the  whiteness 

That  thorn-blossoms  bore, 
0,  she  shames  all  the  brightness 

Of  Helen  of  yore  ! 


Her  soft,  queenly  fingers 

Are  skilful  as  fair, 
While  she  gracefully  lingers 

O'er  broideries  rare. 
The  swan  and  the  heath  hen, 

Bird,  blossom,  and  leaf, 
Are  shaped  by  this  sweet  maid 

Who  left  me  in  grief! 


Tho'  long  proud  and  stately 

From  women  afar, 
And  'mid  chiefs  strong  and  great,  lay 

My  revel  and  war, 
Yet,  humbled  I  yield  me 

To  this  gentle  maid, 
For  travel  can't  shield  me 

Nor  sweet  music  aid ! 


Then,  dear  one  !  since  Heaven 

Did  guide  thee  to  me, 
And  since  all  see  me  given 

In  love-bonds  to  thee, 
And  that  pledged  from  this  hour 

I  am  thine  evermore, 
0,  cursed  be  the  power 

That  would  part  us,  a  stor  ! 
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2lfi)3fft  caott)  t;a  n&]tee  3T»^^, 

í)o  jjt^ÓAf  cati  béjc  ; 
O  leAc  At)  tvjb  re0  MFTC^S  cin)C|oll, 

Pfie^b  le  b~1t)qr)i)  Atjoif  aid  co^beAC^, 

'Cati  t* A] I  a  5-eé|9, 
Wó  bo  beATjrjAcc  bjob  5A?)  fCAb  attj  cinjcjoll, 

^5ur  T^  ^eAC  t^H*  ' 


S62t5í)2tN  o<Dj5?)e.s 

PT21R21S  awe  sDeatttwz  nó  own. 

Híori  5é|ll|0f  fiiArf)  bo  fiA|6cer 
'File,  £A|3,  i)A  brtAOf; 

3o  b-|TttA]tl  Af)  BbttlcAT)  3fl&T)A, 

Bb^t)uf  brieATj  rr)ATt  rbrjAOi  : — 
Mo  30  b-^ACAÓ  péAfilAÓ  At)  bA|t)-ct)eff, 

le  cojl  A  cAiribe  sao^I ; 
"Na  CATiclu^t)!)  frjeACcA  f&-\T;ze, 

2l|t  leAbAb  SbeA5A)t>  Uj  Í)bl5^  - 

"Nio^t  séjlt^of  31171  fpioriAb  t)eAíbÓA, 
<Do  CACA15  blue  at)  b^f ; 

21CC  COfpOlTl  peACAÓ  2t)r)AlT)OTT), 

21't*  pArrr)  CA17  b'AijiTbeójr;  bjli; 
2t)op|*o  irjfA  b&curt, 

2lt>oir  ir  T»M&ce  frfoft  ; 
O  C113A6  péAjtlAÓ  Ai)  bA]T)-cr)e]f, 

«D'j'eAji  rr;ATi  Sb^^At)  O'C^i^e  ! 

1  SeíxijAT)  OtSfTje,  John  O'Dee,  the  hero  of  this  song,  was  a  black- 
smith by  profession,  and  resided  at  Knockadoon  in  the  parish  of  Bal- 
limacoda,  about  four  miles  to  the  south-east  of  Youghal,  in  the 
county  of  Cork.  He  paid  his  addresses  to  a  farmers  daughter. 
who  was  looked  upon  as  the  handsomest  woman  in  the  parish,  and 
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Sweet  maiden  !  sweet  maiden  ! 

My  own  love,  so  fair, 
Since  far  this  is  spreading 

From  Leim  unto  Clare 
0,  fly  with  me  kindly, 

O'er  ocean's  wild  swell, 
Or  give  me  thy  blessing, 

And  love  fare  thee  well ! 


SEAAN2  O'DEE. 

PIERSE   FITZGERALD   SANG. 

I  ne'er  believed  the  story 

Prophetic  bard !  you  sung; 
How  Vulcan,  swarth  and  hoary, 

Won  Venus  fair  and  young, 
Till  I  saw  my  Pearl  of  Whiteness 

By  kindred  forced  to  be, 
In  her  robes  of  snowy  brightness, 

The  bride  of  Seaan  O'Dee ! 

I  ne'er  thought  God,  the  Holy, 

A  bridal  would  allow, 
Where  Mammon  spurs  them  solely 

To  crown  her  drooping  brow. 
"  The  Richest  weds  the  Rarest," 

That  truth,  alas !  I  see 
Since  my  sunny  pearl  and  fairest 

Is  bride  to  Seaan  O'Dee  ! 

eventually  got  her  parents  to  consent  to  their  union,  much  to  the 
astonishment  of  the  surrounding  country.  Pierse  Fitzgerald,  the  well- 
known  poet  and  wag,  who  resided  at  Ballykennely,  the  adjacent 
townland,  and  whose  house  still  stands  there  in  fine  preservation, 
took  up  the  subject,  and  composed  these  stanzas  on  the  happy 
occasion. — J.  O'D. 
2  Pr.  Shaun, 
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<Da  rf)0  peAfi  rrjAfi  cAc  rt)é, 

<Do  fiunw)  r6^  tt^t1  styb&w  ^b 

'S  t)í  cu||ip|t)0  cAf  fAt)  rrjAOjl  :J — 
0|*  é  bo  bfieóbA^  'fbo  cfiAbA]  5  rt?é, 

21 Y  buA]T)  n)0  fUvjrjce  6]ort)  ; 
4)o  rrjArrjA  56^1^6,  bfieATjcA, 

21  leAbAÓ  Sbe^5<v]t)  Uj  Oblge  ! 


?i  b-r]oc^A8  <V5  buAit)c  ad  b]Z]X)\)  \\oxx), 

4Do  c|ocj:a|T)t)  V  °&  ceAt)5Al  leAc, 

2i  cujb  bo'r>  c-]*AO]3eAl  Y  a  fcójfi ! 

Raca^i)  £é|rj  curt)  A|pfi^T)T)  leAr, 

'S  t>i  le  5flAÓ  bATT)  At)^nj  é, 

2lcb  &'^or)i)  a  be^c  f  a  t)-ArbAjic  ojie, 
21  05ADA15  6j5  ! 


&  b-c]OC^A8  At)t)f  a  t>5Áifib]T)  Ifort?, 

3V  plújl  1?A  TÍ)-bAT)  Ó5  ? 

CfiéAb  bo  be]6it)AO]f  a  6§ai)a6  aí)?>, 
U  cu]b  bo'i?  c-fAo^Al  '^a  fcóijt 

^5  buA^rjc  aMaó  bo  bAjifi  5éA5Ab, 

&Y  b|t^c  Af  Ioca  A5  lé]ri)eAb 

SVp  CA7l)t>  beAf  le  bftéA5<*6 

2t)Aft  «Ob^lTie  Mi  2t)|lleoiD  ! 


1  2Í)aoiI,  Le.,  a  bald  or  hornless  cow ;  probably  the  only  stock 
Seaan  O'Dee  possessed. — J.  O'D. 

2  This  dramatic  ballad,  from  the  analytical  form  of  the  verb  in 
the  original,  seems  to  be  of  Ulster  origin 
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Were  I  like  most,  ere  morrow, 

A  dire  revenge  I'd  take, 
And  in  his  grief  and  sorrow 

My  burning  anguish  slake  ; 
For  gloom  o'ershades  my  lightness — 

O,  woe's  my  heart  to  see 
Her  form  of  snowy  whiteness 

Embraced  by  Seaan  O'Dee ! 


MAIRE  NI  MILLEOIN. 

"  Will  you  come  where  golden  furze  I  mow 

Mo  Mhaire  Ni  Milleoin  ?" 
"  To  bind  for  you  I'll  gladly  go, 

My  Bliss  on  Earth,  mine  own 
"  To  chapel,  too,  I  would  repair,!" 
Tho'  not  to  aid  my  soul  in  prayer, 
But  just  to  gaze  with  rapture  where 

You  stand,  mo  b'uac'aill  b'an  !3 


"  Will  you  rove  the  garden  glades  with  me, 

0  Flower  of  Maids,  alone  ?" 
"  What  wondrous  scenes  therein  to  see, 

My  Bliss  on  Earth,  mine  own  ?" 
"  The  apples  from  green  boughs  to  strike, 
To  watch  the  trout  leap  from  the  lake, 
And  caress  a  pretty  cailin*  like 

Mo  Mhaire  Ni  Milleoin  ! 

8  Pr.  "  Mo  vohil  vaun,"  my  white  or  fair  youth  ;  this  term  is  often 
used  as  an  expression  of  endearment,  See  that  intensely  touching 
scene  in  Carleton's  "  Valentine  M'Clutchy,"  where  the  widow  la- 
ments for  her  youngest  son,  her  "  darling  Torlach,  her  white-headed 
boy." — Er. 

4  Pr.  "  colleen,"  a  young  girl. — Er. 
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3V  b-cjocp^b  curt)  at)  eeAnrpAill  l|ort) 

&  «Ob^ne  Mi  «OilUoit)  ? 
CnéAb  bo  biAbn)AO]f*  b'i]ATiTiA]b  Ann 

U  CUlb  bo'n  C-f  AO5AÍ  'f  A  TTÓJfl  ? 

^5  éiTTiocr  le  CAncA^neAcb, 
Ma  rninifcinioe  sallbA  yo, 

W X  50  5"CTlÍ0Cn6CArt)A0|b  An  deArt)t)Af, 

3V  plún  n^  rt)-bAn  05 ! 

<C1)U5  me  curt)  An  ceArnpAill  f 

2t)o  cujb  bo'n  c-^ao^aI  !  tt)0  ttóti  ! 

'Cbuo  tn&  curt)  An  ceArt)pu]U  f, 

2t)o  cneAC  !  tt)0  tnile  bfión  ! 

<Do  CAUTlAinS  rt)é  rt)0  fJIArt  Art)AC, 

SV't*  CU5  rt)e  ^ACAb  nA  cliAb  AfceAc, 

3V't-  léi  5  rt)é  puil  a  CTto]be  lé^  'irtAÓ, 

3o  bAriri  iaII  a  b|tÓ5  • 

CnéAb  é  t*|n  cá  cú  béAnAb 

&  cuib  bo'n  c-fAOjjAl,  a  fcoffi  ? 
CnéAb  é  f  jn  cá  cú  béApAÓ 

*V  ó5AnAi5  013  ? 
téi5  m'AnArt)  lion)  bo'n  rST1!^  Te0> 
'S  ní  ^AjcpeAb  cojóce  Ajtíf  cu, 
5o  fjubAlpAb  n<v  feAcb  TrjojjACbA, 

Leb'  leAnb  be  a  3  05  ! 

<t)o  cu5  n)é  ATI  An  rt)6ii),  í, 

Plún  n^  rt)-bAT)  03  ; 
<t)o  ru5  it)é  ati  An  Tnóin  í, 

2t)o  CTteAC !  n)0  lirjle  bnón ! 
Bb^Ain  rt)é  b]'ort)  rt)0  cóca, 
2t)o  T*cocA|óe  'sup  mo  bftÓ5A, 

^V'f  b'éAloib  rt)é  Annf  ^n  3-ceó, 

O  2l)bawe  Nl«0|lleoiu! 
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"  Will  you  seek  with  me  the  dim  church  aisle, 

0  Maire  Ni  Milleoin  ?" 
°  What  pleasant  scenes  to  see,  .the  while, 

My  Bliss  on  Earth,  mine  own  ?" 
'We'd  list  the  chanting  voice  and  pray'r 
Of  foreign  pastor,  preaching  there, 
0,  we'd  finish  the  marriage  with  my  fair 

White  flow'r  of  maids  alone !" 

She  sought  the  dim  church  aisle  with  me, 

My  Bliss  on  Earth,  most  fair ! 
She  sought  the  dim  church  aisle  with  me, 

0,  grief !  0,  burning  care  ! 
I  plunged  my  glitt'ring,  keen-edged  blade 
In  the  bosom  of  that  loving  maid, 
Till  gushed  her  heart's  blood,  warm  and  red 

Down  on  the  cold  ground  there  ! 

"  Alas !  what  deed  is  this  you  do, 

My  Bliss  on  Earth,  mo  stor  /} 
What  woeful  deed  is  this  you  do, 

0  youth  whom  I  adore  ! 
Ah  !  spare  our  child  and  me,  my  love, 
And  the  seven  lands  of  Earth  I'll  rove, 
Ere  cause  of  grief  to  you  I  prove 

For  ever — ever  more !" 

I  bore  her  to  the  mountain  peak, 

The  Flower  of  Maids,  so  lone  ! 
I  bore  her  to  the  mountain  bleak, 

My  thousand  woes !  mo  Vron  /2 
I  cast  my  cota  round  her  there 
And,  mid  the  murky  mists  of  air, 
I  fled,  with  bleeding  feet  and  bare, 

From  Maire  Ni  Milleoin  ! 

1  Pr.  "  mo  store,"  my  treasure.         2  Pr.  "  mo  vrone,"  my  grief. 
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2V  flAOTft  a't*  Tt)6  ATT)  AOTJAJI, 

C0||*  CAOjb  pbleAf^A  AT)   3AOTICA, 

pÁ  ó^or)  buTlle  5^5-5!^  Am  luT^e : 
tero'  caoib  51171  f uió  fpéTjibeAT), 

Ba  CTIÍ  b]T)T)e  ]*AO|t"5UC, 

Má  cao]t)-c|tuic,  511c  éAT)lAic,  a't*  jyjb  :— 

<£)&  co]TT)beACc  bí  caoc-tjtoIIaÓ, 

<Do  céA|*  n)é  Y^o  rbeill! 

l^e  T/A^eAbA-jb  bA  léjri-ciifi, 

T/ftén/  cAob  beAf  50  crtuirw, 
<t)o  pufá'  TTjé  3at?  |:aot*atÍ7, 
Le  bío5ft<\7r  bo'o  jtéAÍcAt), 

<Dob'  Aojbjprje  f 5^|tt)  a5ut*  3t>aot  ! 

Bbí  -^5  COÍTTjeAT^AfTl  'f^S  pléj  peace, 
5o  ^ocrbATt  i}A  fé]ri7-leACAir)  5TtTT)T) : 

Ma  qji  rb]OT)A,  béAb-CAilce, 

B '^íjt  Óeaf  a  TTj-becvlcApA, 
3X  bfiAO]ce  'fa  cl<voT)-fto|t/5  3AT)  ce^rbeAl : — 

21  CftlVIOT)  rbATT)A  5éATXA, 
5^T)  clAOclóÓ  Aft  A  clf, 

&  -píb  a't*  a  b-Aol-CTtob, 

2t)A7l  5é]T/  AJl  A1)  b-CO|T)T), 

B<\  c|t]T)feAC  cait/  T)|<\TT)Tt<vc  qub, 
Bu]6e-cAfbA  péAjtlAÓ, 

&  blAOI-folc  50  CA0l-C|t0T5  Afl  frjf. 

1  The  O'Herlihies,  from  whom  our  poet  descended,  were  chiefs  of 
a  district  in  the  barony  of  jMuskejry.  county  of  Cork,  and  were  he- 
reditary wafdens  of  the  church  of  St.  Gobnait.  at  Bally vourney.  in 
that  county.      In  the  notes  to  Connellans   edition  of   the   Four 
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THEY  ARE  COMING ! 

DAVID  o'hERLIHY    SANG. 

The  eve-dews  were  weeping, 

And  by  Flesg  I  lay  sleeping 
'Neath  the  green  leafy  boughs  of  the  wood, 

Till  I  heard  sweeter  singing 

Than  bird's  song  or  harp's  ringing, 
And  beside  me  a  bright  damsel  stood. 

0  Love  tarried  nigh  her, 
On  my  peace  making  war 

With  his  arrows  of  fire, 
Till  my  heart  did  unbar, 

Till  he  left  me  a  capture 

To  wild-throbbing  rapture 
In  the  ray  of  that  bright-beaming  star ! 


The  Lily  of  whiteness, 

The  Berry  of  brightness, 
In  hot  combat  her  fair  cheek  contest ; 

Her  teeth  seem'd  the  rarest, 

Her  small  rose-lips  fairest, 
And  her  blue  eyes  made  heaven  their  guest ! 

Her  bosom,  soft  beaming, 
Was  snowy  and  free, 

Her  neck  was,  in  seeming, 
The  swan  on  the  sea  ; 

Her  hair  bright  and  pearly 

Fell  in  golden  curls,  fairly 
To  her  small,  twinkling  feet  on  the  lea ! 

Masters  (p.  199)  many  interesting  details  concerning  this  family 
■will  be  found.  Smith  (see  Antient  and  Present  State  of  Cork, 
Vol.  I.  p.  193,  ed.  1750),  says,  that  Bally vourney  means  the  town 
of  the  beloved ;  and  that  the  church  is  dedicated  to  St.  Gobnate, 
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Ba  CUjflfeAC  T176  AM?  ÓAO|l-]*ptteAf, 

3uft  frrjuA^eAf4  cjiérp'  rjeAlcAjb, 
3V|t  óúfifAjb  ai>  c-fAOTjA^l  cleAf A]5  cIao^í) ! 

Qr>  cftAt  múr'slAr  bo  léjirjeAf, 

Le  jturj-feAjic  bo'rj  ftéAlcAtj, 
3X.  lúb  co|lle  AOftAC  5AT)  cejrbeAl : — 

<Do  b^  lorwftAÓ  o  Pboebuf, 

^ji  5éA5A|b  sac  c|iaidd, 

&'f  loTJTTnAÓ  bA  5ftéA5AC, 

tV|t  t;<\6  aoi)  OAfi|iA  lu]be, 
Bbí  \or)r)n&6  ox)  b-peA]tlAÓ, 
3o  b-qocj:Ab  itjac  Sb^mATT" ; 

5ai?  curjcAfi  pA  fie^n?  ceAjic  t)A  ji^eACc ! 


Bbl  for)r)--p|t]OCAl  béjce, 

C0]y  AbATJO  AlTOf  At)  T^AOJtCA, 

&Y  for>T)-5ttt  T)A  t)-éAi)lA]c  50  frji?r), 

'CoJA  COflCA   A|t  5^A5A  <M)l), 

2t)jl  A5U|*  cej|t  beAC, 
Jf  ^lú]]t|*eAC  5AC  é]f5  Ajt  ao  b-co]T?rj : — ■ 

SiÚDaI  ]*]Or)T)AlC  Aft  f  AOCAJ1, 
P0]C,  TT)élC-bftOjC,  nrjl  tuujje, 

^'r  3A^  T'^T1^  ©AlcAt)  b^eib]]t; 
Le  b_4°im)eAC  bo  jVjorb, 
^3  r*3n*6  'r*5  P^eAcc, 

3o  b-C|ub|tAÓ  A  fAOfl-TJUC, 

Cbum  fUbOAIf  luCC  CjléACC  A5UJ*  CAOJ  ! 

said  to  be  a  daughter  of  O'Connor  Sligo,  who  in  the  sixth 
century  was  made  abbess  of  a  nunnery  of  regular  canonesses  there, 
by  St.  Abban ;  of  whom  there  were  two,  whose  festivals  are  cele- 
brated on  the  16th  of  March  and  27th  of  October.  David  O'Her- 
lihy  the  poet  resided  at  Glenflesk,  where  some  of  the  family  still 
live.  His  great  grandson,  Mr.  Patrick  O'Herlihy  of  Balhvouraey, 
is  the  only  bardic  representative  of  the  family  now  living  that  we 
are  aware  of. J.  O'D. 
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My  heart  had  been  teeming 

With  grief,  for  in  dreaming 
I  had  dreamt  of  the  world  and  its  guile. 

But  my  waking  was  splendid  ! 

My  Love-star  had  descended 
Mid  the  green,  leafy  wood  of  the  isle ! 

The  sun-sheen  pour'd  light  on 
Each  bough  of  each  tree, 

The  sun-sheen  fell  bright  on 
Each  grass-tip  in  glee, 

And  my  Pearl's  sheen  was  streaming 

With  such  brilliance  of  beaming 
That  her  sway  fell  resistless  on  me. 


Where  that  river  rejoices 
Float  the  gods'  divine  voices,1 

And  the  birds'  mellow  music  rings  clear, 
Each  branch  is  fruit- bended 
O'er  fish  gleaming  splendid, 

There  is  honey  in  mossy  banks  near. 
Then  hither  hares  peeping 

'Mid  frisking  goats  stare, 
Then  foxes  came  creeping 
A-forth  from  then*  lair  ; 
0,  all  beasts  came  in  gladness, 
For  her  voice  would  chase  sadness, 

Would  bring  joy  to  the  children  of  Care!2 


1  frtjocAl  T)A  rj-beice,  is  the  text  in  some  manuscripts,  and  it  is 
it  I  have  translated,  as  being  more  highly  poetical.  The  translation 
of  the  Irish  on  the  opposite  page  would,  be  : — The  maidens  voice, 
&c—  Er 

i  Surely  this  is  a  most  beautiful  and  poetic  mode  of  declaring  the 
pleasures  of  our  clime. — Ek. 
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jr  búc,  bUr-bA,  béAfAc, 

5o  b-úrb^l  b^fte<\5AT|i  n)é-f|, 

2l>  búbAfTtc  :— ir  ">e  BjTie  ^ur  cíáfro 
CbÚ5Ab  le  r^éAlcA, 
2l|t  cagcA?*  da  Iaoc  trjeArt, 

<t)o  cÚTtT>A]b  le  cfteirbre  CAft  co^po  ; 

^UJ1  r^JAC  CjOCpAÓ  SéA^tlAf, 
*pAO|   |té]TT)  CeAflC  5AT)  TbO|ll, 

2ft*  5*c  pri|orrr;rA  b'pt]l  6|b|ft, 

'NA  |*<\Ofl-OAllc|b  fíOCAC, 

Ui|tb  b]nr)e  a't  cle^S, 
'Na  i)-búccA|*  5AT)  6clTpr> 

2l'f  b|túc<v]5  at)  béArilA  5A0  bri^ ! 


Jr>  ^lufrifeAC  fr|AÓ  5AoiÓejl5e, 

21  T)-búr}-bno5Aib  AolbA, 
Le  cot?5r)Arb  At)  AOi)rb]c  5AI)  tt>oiII; 

5o  ^fopo  pleA3Ac  ^éAfbAc, 

2t)eA|t,  cjiúpAC,  CA^c|té]fT)eAc ; 
'Sb&ji  b-p|t]OT)T)fA  ceATic  5éillp]b  5AÓ  ttjt; 

Be^6  TT)ÚCA  A5UT*  CTIAOCA  'cA 

2lri  béArtAib  at)  -peill, 
Sli,occ  SbAcr>Ait)  t)A  5-clAOt)  beAtic, 
MA  5éille<\T)r)  bo  Cbtvjofx; 
<D&  fpiÚT)Ab  cAri  crié<M>  rbujft, 

ft]   bÚbAC  l]OTT>  A  f5éAlcA, 

5at?  l^upcA,  5<\r;  tréAr-bA,  3A1}  ^or) ! 
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With  sweet  tones,  so  holy, 

She  spake  to  me,  lowly, 
Saying : — "  I  am  thy  Eire,  thy  love  ! 

I  bring  thee  a  stoiy 

Of  gladness — of  glory — 
Of  raptnre,  all  rapture  above  ! 

For  Freedom  sails  over 
The  soft-smiling  wave, 

Sword-girt  is  each  lover, 

They  are  coming — The  Brave ! 

Thy  clergy  turn  foam-ward, 

Thy  song-clanns1  rush  homeward 
To  the  chace  of  the  brute  British  knave ! 


"  To  the  land  of  their  fathers 

The  Gaelic  race  gathers, 
And  Heaven  itself  is  then-  guide  ! 

Their  troops,  hence  victorious, 

March  many  and  glorious, 
Our  true-hearted  chiefs  by  their  side. 

Far  kings  in  alliance 
Are  bound  to  come  o'er, 

And  sternest  defiance, 
Rue,  terror,  and  gore, 

Shall  smite  down  the  slavish, 

Shall  shatter  the  knavish, 
And  drive  the  foul  fiends  from  our  shore." 

The  Order  of  Melody." 
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5RJ21N   B2tN    ejRJONN. 

2I1MOK12IS  SDJflC  CKUKfaJ   HO  CJ)21N. 
Jf  bÚOAC  C<VO]TT)  f  AO^   pé|t)1), 

2iru  6úb-lui5e  50  f  aoi)  J 
1e  píMjic  fíojt  bo't)  rbt)ívrbuil  nrjoplA, 
Cb^ij  caojij  5Ai)  bé|Ti)  ! 

li]  tjaji  l]ui)  bé^c  c|ié]c, 
Le  5ft'AÓ  cjtojóe  b&  f5&im ; 
'S511JI  b'Ajloe  í  r)A]t  b-^inTbj^eAS, 
<Do'i}  2lÓAirb-cUit)t)  50  lé^p. ! 

'Sí  if  bl^c-6í|ieAc  béAb, 
2t)Aft  'Cbl**M5-lí°5  fl*  féAb2, 
21  bívt)  cjoc,   Tjívfi  lArbu^eAb, 
2lft  5T)ívé  V\t  bo't>  s^if, 

21  bjiAgAib  tí)id  3at>  f^c, 

Cbu5  f5AC  bAO]l  A]t  aoI, 

'Sí  cjiAóais  f|t)r> — le  Iatíjac  f a^eab, 
S]T)  f  Ac  a>  bjifé  \\)o  rséil ! 

)f  é  birjfíTjeAf  rrjé  órt)  ijéaI, 
Sul  a  n}úf5lAO]b  r)A  b-^1t>í 
T^tAt  ftt)ÚAiD3in?,  1)AC  f^ú  fiw>, 
2lji  pblúc-fjTjeAÓ  lé|  ! 


l  Andrew  M'Curtin  composed  this  poem,  for  a  young  lady 
named  Dorah  Power,  daughter  to  a  air.  Power  of  Clonmult, 
county  of  Cork,  the  greatest  beauty  of  her  day,  and,  appar- 
ently, the  theme  of  the  Munster  bards,  from  the  numerous 
son^s  written  in  her  praise.  He  was  a  native  of  Clare,  and  flourished 
about  the  year  1 740,  and  led  a  wandering  sort  of  life,  which  he 
devoted  to  the  muses,  as  the  numerous  songs  and  poems,  which  he 
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THE  SUN  OF  EMNN'S  MAIDENS. 

ANDRIAS  MAC  CUIRTIN  SANG. 

'Tis  dark  I  long  have  been, 
With  sorrow-shaded  mien, 
Thro'  true-love  for  you,  love, 
My  stately,  stainless  queen. 

And,  in  truth,  'tis  no  disgrace 
To  be  love- sick  from  your  face, 
'Tis  the  fairest — the  rarest, 
Ever  seen  of  Adam's  race ! 


Thy  little  teeth  to  me 
Seem  the  pearlets  of  Tralee, 
And  thy  white  breasts  the  bright  breasts 
Of  swans  upon  the  sea 

No  hand  has  toucht  their  glow, 
Nor  j  et  thy  neck  of  snow, 
But  their  gladness  brings  sadness 
To  me  and  bitter  woe  ! 

For  I'm  driven  from  my  rest, 
Ere  the  birds  forsake  the  nest, 
Thinking  ever, — I'll  be  never 
Worth  the  Beautiful  and  Best. 

has  left  behind,  testify.  The  family  of  the  M'Curtins,  of  whom 
he  and  2loó  t)ujóe  were  the  most  celebrated,  were  of  a  yellowish 
complexion,  and  to  this  the  poet  alludes  in  the  eleventh  stanza, 
where  he  says,  "  C]A  oac  f  ]onn  me  acc  buióe,"  although  I  am  not 
fair  but  yellow,"  &e..     See  also  O'Reilly's  Irish  Writers. — J.  O'D. 

2  Here  the  poet  probably  alludes  to  the  rock  crystal,  or  "  Kerrj^ 
Diamond,"  abundantly  found  on  the  shore  about  Dingle  — J.  O'D. 
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2t)0  cúrf)A  cfiérrj'  50  b-Aob, 
C]A  cul-CAirjc  bo  5t):j8|rt>, 
3*1)  cú  Y  r|t?D  a  o-ÍMtj  Bao],1 
Mo  a  roújtritAOjb  t)A  féAb  ! 

T^a  f  uACAr)CA]b  tja  y^é]rrj, 
Mac  |*Aii)lui5|rt)  A|t  bé]C, 

)\  |tATÍ)A|l  |tíO  A   r^l  C|ttt|1)0, 

jj*  búc  b|09  a  béAl. 

C]A  CUtTJCA  ]  Y  3U]t  caoitj, 
'S3O  b-pU]l  fÚ^A^ÓeACC  t)A  V()ÍS\X)X), 
2lY  loi)T)ftA6AC  TjA  b-^OI}!)  CAOfl, 

Ma  3t)úir  STMW  "^T1  A°l  ! 
21  A]tb-|t|3  t)a  t)Aorb, 

Ba  fArb  l]T)T)  AT)  fAOJol, 

21  t)5AiribÍT)  iDO  b&(bjr), 

<Da  b-^A5A]t)0  ru13e  A'f  oeT^  c^°c ! 

Míori  cAt'  l^r>r>  lerr/  ]tAe, 
Bb^ic  A3  ]*5labu]6eACc  ba  f3éirb, 
21 1*  xy\  Abrbuitr;  t>ac  rtApluj^eAcc, 

^Do'l)  bAf  tÍ3eACC  T)Aft  T>5AOfl  ! 


1  Í5ÚO  bAO|.  Dunboy.  The  castle  of  Duribaoi,  or  Dunboy,  in 
the  county  of  Cork,  one  of  the  strongholds  of  the  O'Sullivan's 
Beare,  during  the  Elizabethan  wars  in  Ireland  In  the 
Pacata  Hibemia,  Ed.  1632,  Lib.  3,  ch.  3,  it  is  stated  in  a  letter 
from  the  Lord  President  of  Munster,  that  Don  Juan  de 
Aquila,  General  of  the  Spanish  army,  was  forcibly  detained  by 
Donnell  O'Sullivan  in  his  castle  of  Dunboy,  there  to  serve  him  as 
cannoneer ;  but  the  Lord  President,  in  order  to  induce  the  Spanish 
General  to  relinquish  the  O'Sullivans,  and  the  Irish  cause,  offered 
him  and  his  party  honorable  terms — even  ships  to  send  them  back 
to  Spain.  On  the  4th  of  May,  it  is  recorded  (p.  293,  idem)  that  a 
hard  or  rimer  named  "  O'dalie  was  convented  (convicted  ?)  before 
the  Lord  President  and  Councell,  and  in  regard  it  was  proved  that 
hee  came  from  the  rebels,  with  messages  and  offers  to  Owen  O'Sul- 
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And  in  lonely  grief  I  pine 
That  the  damsel  is  not  mine, 
'Mid  green  vallies — in  a  palace, 
With  the  walls  of  jewels  line! 

Ne'er  did  maid  so  beauteous  grow, 
For  her  charms  unfading  glow, 
And  Delight  lies  in  her  bright  eyes, 
And  her  voice  is  music  low  ! 

Then  what  fair  and  graceful  mien, 
Has  my  stately,  stainless  queen ! 
And  the  berry  on  her  merry 
Laughing,  lily-cheek  is  seen. 

0  great  King !  it  were  indeed 
A  most  pleasant  life  to  lead, 
'Along  the  grasses  of  my  lassie's 
Little  garden,  as  a  weed  ! 

No  other  bliss  I'd  crave 
Than  to  live  her  very  slave, 
Never  wishing  for  remission 
Till  I'd  sink  into  the  grave. 


ivan,  to  adhere  and  combine  with  the  Enemy,  which  the  said 
Owen  did  first  reveall  to  Captaine  Flower,  Sergeant  Major  of  the 
Army,  and  after  pubiikely  justified  it  to  O'dalie's  face ;  the  said 
O'daly  was  committed  to  attend  his  try  all  at  the  next  Sessions." 
"  This  O'dalié's  Ancestor  had  the  county  of  Moynterbary  given  unto 
him  by  the  Lord  President's  Ancestor,  many  hundred  yeares  past, 
at  which  time  Carew  had  to  his  inheritance  the  moity  of  the  whole 
kingdome  of  Corke,  which  was  first  given  by  King  Henry  the  second 
unto  Robert  Jits  Stephen.  The  service  which  O'dalie  and  his  Progenie 
were  to  doe,  for  so  large  a  proportion  of  Lands,  unto  Carew  and  his 
Successors,  was  (according  to  the  custome  of  that  time)  to  bee  their 
Rimers,  or  Chroniclers  of  their  actions."  For  a  further  account  of 
the  castle  of  Dunboy,  see  Historice  Catholicce  Ibernice,  Bub.  ed.  (1850) 
lib.  7,  c.  3,  and  Smith's  Cork,  vol.  2,  p.  87- — J-  O'D. 
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Mj  qob[t<\|rjr>  j:irjl  Chn)oyu, 
C]A  t)<xc  p|ono  toé  <vcc  bujbe, 

pUAjp  úri)l&|5eAcc  6  ri}i>A.ot  t 

&fi  CbuDCAOjf  T:blt^15lT5e^ 
2t)<\]i  f  |ub^]l  n  t)A  cúj5jóe, 
ie  lú||tc]i)  V°  Épí  ' 

C|*  30  5-cupUo-jb  5^i?  tfá^ 
5ac  cúfjtrrjT)  bob'  &l&o\, 
'S50  loyt)p&Q]t>  w\t  2t}úrb<\t>. 

Cjtéb'  51^  r  5|tp)t)  rtjajt  cp~ 

Nfojt  clu  6fb  50  bejrrjiw, 

2t)a  rtt?u^r>3i|t  50  5I1W, 

N&fi  b -^ú  67b  be]i  búji-c|tO]ÓeAC 


2lc&  froújc  ^||t  írjo  cftojoe, 
Jf  tJeArb-forn)  a  5-corbt)U|6e  ; 
3^C  CjUlt)  TbAfbfOT)  bftuccA, 

Le  fiúr)-fe<\|tc  bo't;  tt)t>Aa| ! 

1  CuncAQjr  Chtt&T5lÍ5e»  the  Countess  of  Tralee.  This  was  doubt- 
less a  Countess  of  Desmond.  One  of  the  Four  Castles  of  Tralee 
was  the  chief  seat  of  the  Earls  of  Desmond — Smith's  Kerry,  162. 
It  was  called  the  Great  Castle  by  way  of  eminence.  It  was  the 
birthplace  of  Thomas  a  Nappah,  progenitor  of  the  noble  houses  of 
Kildare  and  Desmond.  Sixteen  Earls  of  Desmond  held  this  as  their 
chief  stronghold.     It  is  traditionally  recorded  among  the  Munster 
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'Tis  my  grief  that  I'm  not  fair, 
For  how  many  like  me  were, 
With  hopes  crumbled,  sad  and  humbled, 
Thro'  this  horrid  sandy  hair ! 

But,  love !  gently  think  on  me, 
Mind  the  Countess  of  Tralee, 
How  she  married, — yea !  she  carried 
Her  dear  cripple,  forced  to  flee  ! 

And  tho'  priceless  is  each  tress 
Of  your  cuilionn's2  loveliness, 
Tho'  the  Munster  men  can't  once  stir 
When  they've  seen  thy  peerless  face, 

You'd  gain  little  fame  to  try 
('Tis  not  worthy  one  so  high) 
To  be  parted,  or  hard-hearted, 
With  so  lorn  a  youth  as  I ! 


THE  DROOPING  HEART. 

WILLIAM   MAC    COTTER    SANG. 

A  cloud  shades  my  soul 
And  my  heart  droops  in  dole, 
Thro'  each  soft  dewy  dawning, 
And  eve's  crimson  air, 

peasantry  that  there  was  once  a  countess  who,  having  accidentally 
met  a  cripple  at  a  country  fair,  fell  deeply  in  love  with  him,  and 
eloping  from  her  husband,  carried  the  cripple  on  her  back  through 
the  kingdom  for  the  space  of  seven  years,  but  after  that  returned 
to  her  home. — J.  O'D. 

2  Pr.  Cooliun,  i.e.  fair  long  hair  ;  it  is  also  used  to  signify  a  maiden, 
or  formerly  a  young  man. — Er. 
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2it}  plúfi-b|iu|i)t)e<xll  b]i)t), 
D'úft-fjoc  tja  t)5AO|6eA-l, 
PIaitt)  leArjbA  at)  cu\xx)  CAjlce, 
Qr)  cújl  pAbA  bujóe. 

2t)Ajt  pAO]leAT)i)  be^5  SftéA^, 
2ift  at)  5-cftAoib  T)A  TTj-bíOI)  féAl), 

)X  ca  fl  r)A  b-itwitw, 

Córrj  b_Í05u1T^  le  b-^AT). 

Hív  cé]Tt  a>  ^il  5bn^5, 

Nív  beo]Ti  da  T*eAt)  bAo^tie, 
'St;a  TqorjcA  5<\T)  bftéA5 ! 

"Ca  CUACA  A]Tl  AT)  TT)-bé]C, 

430  buA]leAT)T)  AT)  T^éATl, 

2ÍCA  búclAÓ  ATI  5AC  TtUA1?)T)e, 

<t>A  3TtuAi5  pAbA  Tiéi5. 

21  CTlUAÓ-leACA  f^TT), 
2t)A|t  TbÓTl-lAfA^Tl  CAOfl, 
'S  péATllA15e  T)A  duAfA, 

5Uf-uAicoe  le  5tié|tj. 

Í)Á  b-pÓf*pA1T)T)  pé]T)  léi, 

2t)ATi  t)uaócati  fAi}  1)3^15 
JdsÍot)  Kí5  Séoitife, 

'SAT)  C-ÓTl  Úb  50  lé]Tl  ! 

Ba  6óc  Ijoit)  lerr/  f  aojaI, 

NáTI  CÓ]Tl  bATT)  ^AbA]l  léi, 

O't)  notion  bo  cójbAf 
O  pó5Af  at;  bé]c. 

M=j  beAT)  bo  frj  u&itd, 

21  n)-be]6  aSatica  ati  a  buA]b, 

2ÍCC  péATllA  AT)  CÚ|l  C|TAOb<V]6, 

Na  TT)-b|t|ACflA  h]X)X)  fUA^flC. 
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With  love  for  the  white 
Dear  flower  of  delight, 
With  love  for  the  maid  of 
The  fair-flowing  hair ! 

For  her  inind  is  a  dove, 
And  the  hands  of  my  love 
Are  more  sunny  and  soft  than 
The  snowy  sea-foam, 

And  her  lips  far  more  sweet, 
More  red—oh,  more  meet, 
Than  the  wine,  or  the  old  mead 
Or  Greek1  honey  comb ! 

To  the  dew-drops  flow  down 
Her  thick  curls  golden- brown, 
Her  bright  cheeks  ! — scarce  the  berries 
That  crimsonly  burn, 

Their  radiance  can  peer  ! 
While  each  small  pearl-like  ear 
Doth  a  starry-bright  emerald 
Pendant  adorn ! 

Over  earth  far  and  wide 
Could  I  choose  me  a  bride,    - 
And  wed  a  rich  daughter 
Of  royalty's  line, 

Thro'  my  life  she  could  be 
But  a  sorrow  to  me, 
For  the  flower  of  fair  maids  lias 
This  poor  heart  of  mine ! 

Sure  I  want  not  a  spouse 
For  the  horns  on  her  cows, 
And  the  Peerless  of  Pearls  is 
More  precious  than  leaves ! 

1  The  honey  of  Hymettus. 
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Mfl  AOT)  p*Aft  le  ^A^l 

Sat)  b-pfiApjc  r;&  t-at)  Sb&]r)r), 
Mac  b-£U]l  a  86|c|t)  bo  cé]le, 
^V  b-péAjal<v  at)  cú]l  hb]X) ! 

<t)o  TTJTvjbceAÓ  50  b-&|tb, 
Le  caoI  peArjr)  aji  clAft, 
'S  bo  feioopeAÓ  poric  r;éACA, 
21  ti  ceAbACA  priA^f. 

<t)<v  TiACAiorjfe  lerr/  fcori, 
7~AO]  COlll  UA^TjeAC  T)A  5-ct)ó, 

Mó  Art  At)  2t)<u>]lít)  Tt)Aib]T)  AO]b]r)r), 
3<vi?  cjvjrjAcc  Ai|t  ced, 

Jr*  rneASriAC  bATi  r)-hó\t, 
Bb^npuior)  bu^c  ^65, 
21  riéAlcAT)  brieÁ^  tf)ú]T)ce, 
'S  a  plúji  t)a  rt)-bAT)  65. 

2í)o  crieAC  a'^  ttjo  léAT) ! 
Mac  l|oro  at)  t\\vy\  30  lé^Ti, 
Jf  6  fAt)  50  it)-bu<\ileAT)T)  fé, 
BjtUAC  Loca  \,&]Wl  ! 

í)o  5eAbA^r)t)  ruAirfweAr*  ó'i)  b-péfrjr), 
'S  rrjófi-cuib  bo't)  c-t*ao5aI, 
Le  T*cuA|rie  at)  ]to||*5  uA]ér;e,3 
B'-pe&riri  tuA^rqrs  'r  m&WV  •' 

1  The  ancient  name  for  the  Lakes  of  Killarney. 

2  Pron.  "  Stor-yeen." 

3  Ro?f5  UAjcne,  #ree»  eyes.  The  reader  may  perhaps  be  surprised  at 
this  colour  being  esteemed  beautiful  by  the  Irish  poet,  and  sneer  at  the 
epithet  if  there  be  any  west-britonism,  which  is  synonymous  with 
presumptuous  ignorance,  in  his  mind.  There  are  two  Irish  words 
which  the  poverty  of  the  English  language  can  only  translate  with 
one ;  these  are  5l<xr  and  UAirne,  which  are  rendered  as  "  green," 
but  they  express  two  very  different  shades  of  that  colour,  both  of 
which  may  be  observed  in  the  eyes  of  various  individuals.  The 
second  word  used  by  this  bard  is  perhaps  best  translated  by  the  f  ol- 
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That  pure  Star  of  Love 
Draws  chieftains  to  rove, 
High  chieftains  and  lords  from 
The  lands  of  the  vine  ; 

And  to  accents  of  fire, 
Rings  the  sweet-sounding  wire, 
As  they  pour  forth  their  love  for 
This  Pearla  divine ! 

If  see  her  I  could 
In  some  lone  nutty  wood, 
Or  on  hill,  'mid  dawn- odors, 
When  light  mists  up-roll, 

My  love  I'd  reveal, 
And  a  soft  kiss  I'd  steal, 
From  this  bright-beaming  star — from 
This  Flower  of  my  soul ! 

My  wounding !  my  grief ! 
Of  these  vales  I'm  not  chief — 
Were  the  lands  to  Loch  Lein's 
Pleasant  waters  my  own, 

I'd  have  life,  long  in  days, 
Gay  joy  without  haze, 
For  that  green-eyed  stoirin2  would 
On  me  be  bestown  ! 

lowing  extract  from  Longfellow's  Spanish  Student.  These  quotations 
also  demonstrate  that  a  similar  apprehension  and  appreciation  of 
the  Beautiful  exist  in  Erinn,  Spain,  and  Italy,  and  may  be  accepted 
as  a  slight  but  sure  indication  of  that  co-sanguinity  of  the  inhabi- 
tants of  these  Lands  for  which  some  historians  have  contended.  • 
Victorias.— "  How  is  that  young  and  green-eyed  Gaditana 

That  you  both  wot  of?"        *        *        * 
Don  Carlos.—  -  Ay,  soft  emerald  eyes  !" 

VicTORrAN.—    *    *     *    "  A  pretty  girl ;  and  in  her  tender  eyes 

Just  that  soft  shade  of  green  we  sometimes  see 
In  evening  skies" 

Spanish  Student,  Act  II.  sc.  3. 

Kapoleon's  eyes  are  mentionad  as  having  been  bran-vert,  literally 
brown-green,  and  I  have  observed  among  the  peasantry  of   Munster 
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Sbf<Hl  COjf  1)A  Cft^A, 

<Do  córbtmijeAr)  roo  5|iAÓ, 
'S  t^a't)  c-Aj|t5^ob  bat) ! 

'Sí   At)  fléAlcAT)  3^t)  CAjri), 

<t)o  cu|]t  r)A  céAbcA  euro  bA|f, 
*S  Aiccjrrjfe  Aijt  2t)bu]|te, 

2t)o  c|teAC  't  n)o  Ojc, 
2t)A|t  if  5*)Acac  ro&'rrj  lu^e, 
Le  b-ui|teA|*bAÓ  rr>o  f  lA^ce, 
J  I*  bAr>  bocc  rrjo  s^ao^  ! 

Le  3|tÁÓ  feA-ftc  bo't)  rr;t>AO|, 
<Do  f  AfiA^Ó  TTjé'rrj  cjtojbe  ; 
'S  b '^Á5  n?|f-e  IAi?-Ia5 

5o  b-CftACCAb  bo  1)  Cjll  ! 


individuals  possessing  this  dark-green  hue.     The  Spaniards  hare 
long  admired  and  celebrated  this  colour  in  many  a  Tillancico,  ex. : — 

"  Ay,  ojuelos  verdes 
Ay  los  mis  ojuelos 
Ay  hagan  los  cielos 
Que  de  mi  te  acuerdes ! 

*        *        *        * 

Tenge  confianza 

De  mis  verdes  ojos."— Bohl  de  Faber. 
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Far  west,  by  the  shore, 
Lives  the  love  I  adore, 
She's  more  bright  than  the  silver- 
More  white  than  the  snow  ! 

She's  the  star  shining  sure, 
She's  the  flower  blooming  pure  ! 

0  thou,  sweet  Virgin  Mother ! 

Keep — keep  her  from  woe ! 

My  wounding !  my  loss  ! 

1  lie  low  'neath  my  cross, 
While  health  fleeth  from  me, 

Come  pallor  and  gloom  ; 

For  a  weary  heart  knows 
No  cure  for  its  woes, 
But  my  cure  that  comes  swiftly, 
The  rest  of  the  tomb  ! 


Dante  speaks  of  Beatrice's  eyes  as  emeralds:  Purgat.  xxvi. 
Lami  says  in  his  Annotazioni : —  "  Erano  i  suoi  occhi  d'un  turchino 
verdiccio,  simile  a  quel  del  mare."  For  a  short  essay  on  this  in- 
teresting subject  see  "  The  Harp  Magazine,"  No.  IV. — Er. 
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2tN    C210L621C1)   RU2i<t>T). 

Tor)\) : — K<5jrit)  í>ub. 


^a^^ 


«M-iffc^ 


Híon  b-£AbA  b^of  A|t  teAb<\  atd  UiiJe, 

Mua]|x  5U0ÓA15  atdujc; 
2t)AficAC  ÍjoirjéA  a  t)-beif5eA|tc  ojSce, 

2l|t  caoI  eAÓ  tiuaó  ? 
^  BbA|t|t^5  3|xo^íSe  At)  Ab  coblA  'cAOjrt, 

Mó  cpeAb  h  \]X)  o\iz; 
P|teAb  Ab  fu^e  50  b-cA5A|[t  liw, 

^3ur  *&*c-  ^T*  b-co||tc  ? 
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THE  SLIGHT  RED  STEED. 

Air  : — "  Roisin  Dubh.'" 

This  song  is  known  about  Carrick-on-Suir  by  the  name  of  the 
CaoI  e&c  TiUA>!>,  or  slender  red  steed ;  but  in  the  County  of  Cork  it 
receives  the  title  of  At)  1)atiíiac  3no]?Je,  the  Valiant  Barry.  It 
is  one  of  those  soul-stirring  effusions  written  during  the  troublous 
times  of  Ninety-Eight, — unfortunately  we  cannot  trace  the  writer's 
name.  It  is  written  to  that  beautiful  old  air  the  Koirin  t)ub,  i.e., 
black-haired  little  Rosa,  another  of  those  allegorical  names  which 
the  penal  laws  compelled  our  bards  to  call  Ireland.  There  are  two 
versions  of  the  original  song  at  p.  210  of  the  first  series  of  the 
Munster  Poets,  to  which  we  would  refer  the  curious  reader. 

To  narrow  minds  there  is  nothing  can  palliate  errors  but  success. 
These  are  they  who  join  in  the  bray  against  the  ancient  Irish, 
saying,  "  They  were  always  fighting  among  themselves — they  were 
half  savages."  This  accusation  they  never  speak  against  England, 
(where  it  would  be  true),  because  England  has  had  success.  The 
disembowelling,  the  burning  alive,  the  quartering,  the  impaling  of 
heads,  the  torment  of  the  torture,  the  rebelling  against,  the  disfigure- 
ment, blinding,  and  murder  of  kinsmen  by  kingly  kinsmen,  are  all 
overlooked  because  England  has  had  success  !  These  barbarities  were 
not  known  among  the  Irish ;  the  Brehon  laws  prove  their  "  most 
delicate  sense  of  justice,"  and  yet  the  ignorant  and  lying  are  to  be 
seen  spewing  out  their  foul  and  slanderous  lies  against  them.  -  These 
are  they  who,  on  reading  that  some  battles  in  '98  were  lost  by  drink, 
■will  immediately  accuse  the  Irish  of  having  been  drunkards.  They 
have  not  ability  to  examine  the  question,  and  to  observe  that  in  the 
case  of  half -famished  men  a  very  moderate  amount  of  liquor  will 
produce  inebriety. — En. 

I  slept  when — 0  wonder  ! 

Dread  sounds  precede, 
And  thro'  south-clouds1  in  thunder 

Burst  a  knight  and  steed  ! 
"  What — bard  !  dost  thou  slumber, 

Or  hast  thou  life  ? 
Rouse,  rouse — lo,  our  number 

Is  armed  for  strife  !" 

1  Aid  was  then  expected  from  the  Smith,  i.e.,  France. 

5 
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<Do  t;Iac  roe  b^ob^A,  5e]c,  'f  IjorjAÓ, 

'Cjiénj'  T)éAlcA  fuA|T)  j 
'S  bob'  ^AbA  b]  n}é  3AT)  ^ocaI  CAi,T)te, 

<t>o  béAfipAjrjr)  uai,!!) ; 
Sllluf  |:u]5eAC  bo  3e<vb<v8  X]°V> 

3o  CjaéAT)  bAIT)'  gftUAÓ, 

Ba  seAjtrt  5<xt)  Ttjoill  51111  prieAb  on/  cA|6bt/e, 

2l]t  CAOjl  eAC  ftUAb  ! 

JoT)An  Ijopc  bo  b^  bACAb  Ttrjle, 

<t)o  cIai)t)a  2t)íle<vó  ^ao]  Aftrr)  Ijottjca, 

'S  ]Ab  béAT)tA  fuAf; 
<t)o  pjAtiftA^eAf  a  50  cApAÓ  bjob  ^at), 

Ca  uo  |óeAÓ  7*1  Ab  cuat) ; 
No  a  ro-bejó'  3*1  H  a  b-CAlAri)  ffflf-eAn, 

2ln  T>3*°lSell  3°  buAi)  ? 

21  b-COUAÓ  ]tÚ]t)  bO  ^UAnAf  TTUAÓACC, 

N<\  n)A]nce  a  T)éf ; 
<t>Att  at)  leAbAn  bA  cAi.cr^omAC  l|Orr?f  a, 

Cí\jl  3 AC  ^éll, 

3ufi  bA|t)eAÓ  Loonbujrr  'f  Pottc  ^ac^attwa,1 

«IDo't)  Í/CAC  A  T)é^, 
3u]t  pTteAb  AT)  <D|  U]C  ATt  eAC  CUTt)  fjÚOAjl, 

'S  50  ri)-be]6  at)  Ia  le  '5&0}&e]l. 

<t)A  b-c]5eAÓ  |*úb  n)A]t  acc  t/at)  bújcce, 

Ba  b|teA5  at)  f5éAl  ! 
2l|t  Ti)-bA]lce  búccAif  le  peAlbu^Ab  '5ujt)T), 

3ac  Iá  b'Aft  7*  A05AI  ; 
2ln  |*5<vca  cú  5AÓ  rr)A^b|oi)0  bnúccA, 

3Vfi  |*cÁib-e|c  caoI, 
'S  50  TTj-bejb'  T)A  bú||t  bÁ  óeAftbÚTjAÓ, 

3ujt  r]vr)  n)&5*WzW  0ame'-' 

1  Pojic  ?f)AC5ATT;i)<\,  Portumna. 
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I  sprung  pale  and  affrighted 

In  my  visioned  dream, 
All  voiceless,  benighted 

I  long  time  seem. 
The  sweat-droj  s  rolled  under, 

By  terror  freed, 
And  my  soul  went  in  wonder 

On  the  Slight  Red  Steed ! 

Soon,  thousands  of  warriors 

We  stood  among, 
In  a  lios2 — armed  barriers 

'Gainst  Grief  and  Wrong ! 
Then  queried  I,  sudden, 

That  brave,  bright  band, 
"  Should  the  Gael  aye  be  trodden 

In  then-  Fathers'  Land  ?" 

A  response  of  great  glory 

Rolled  back  to  me, 
By  my  hand  !  'twas  a  story 

Of  rapturous  glee ! 
For  the  vile  clans  of  London 

They  now  must  quail, 
And  be  shattered  and  undone 

Before  the  Gael. 

What  gladness  for  Ireland ! 

What  a  day  for  all ! 
When  in  freedom-crown'd  sireland 

We've  hill  and  hall. 
When  each  gay,  dewy  morning 

Our  troops  a-horse 
Shall  gaze  down  in  scorning 

On  the  Saxon  corse  ! 

2  l]or — A  fortified  place.  The  remains  of  liosa  are  plentifully 
scattered  over  this  country,  and  are  now  popularly  supposed  to  be 
inhabited  by  the  f airies.  The  slight,  red  steed  is  not  a  new  ac- 
quaintance to  adepts  in  Irish  Mythology,  and  may  probably  be 
ranked  as  of  the  same  species  vvith  the  Vúc,\. — Er. 
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<Do  5IAC  rf)é  tx>t)T)  currj  bul  a  r>ttijr>, 

*Cati  fAile  a  5-cé|T) ! 
2I5  TTjeAftsúÓA  t}A  feAbAc  qujt), 

21ca  l^b^Ti,  cjiéAT), 
<Da  beAfibú^Ab  50  b-pu|l  ati  m-bA^lce  biiccA]t% 

21)ati  bATifi  a  p.  j*úb  ca  mo  jIajc  50  bjtú^ce, 
Ót)  tiatt)at),  rrjo  léAi) ! 

21  Fof  tt?|c  "G]\eo]r),1  mo  5<vI<\ti  búbAc, 

Bbj  ^O  catitjaó  aji  5b^o|8e|l ! 
<Daca&  n^le  bo  ATin?  Iíott;ca, 

f&O]  Iat>  t)6atic  pléAft ; 
^bfteAn>jtAOión}Aiji  V*  cAjrjce  bjob  t*at), 

21  b-túf  Ai)  l<xe  ! 
'S  ati  b-T:eATtAib  srtojbe  511ft  a  b-cA]f*5e  £U|5eA&, 

Le  bÚ]l  f  AT)  TTJ-bftAOl)  ! 

Jj*  ^AbA  ad  2t)búrbA]r;2  T)A  cobU  5  at)  11^5  ajIc, 

'NuA]Ti  b]  AT)  c&f  b&  pléi,ó ; 
^3UT*  plú|i-f5oc  cIat)T)a  UUca^O, 

5o  b-^b  bÁ  t^Iaoóac  : 

J]*  6  lél5|b  T)A  b-W5bA]|t  Af  leAbATl  At)  CÚtJCAJT1 
Jf  AT*  TIAÓ  T)A  TJAOtT), 

Jr*  TTjjqb  bú]T)T)e  t;e<vTTA  n)új*5Ailc 

Mó  Ca't)  bÁCA  ATI  TTTlAe  ! 

1  Uor  TÍJic  rneom,  New  Ross,  in  the  county  of  Wexford,  where 
the  United  Irishmen  suffered  the  last  and  final  defeat  through  the 
baneful  influence  of  whiskey.  See  note  to  "  Sliav  na  man'  in  this 
hook.— J.  O'D. 
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Then  longed  I  with  yearning 

To  cross  the  wave, 
And  haste  the  returning 

Of  our  exiled  Brave. 
To  tell :— - "  Tho'  the  foemen 

Rule  our  cities  through, 
Our  hearts  unto  no  men 

But  them  are  true." 

'Twas  Ross,  ah  my  sickness ! 

That  crusht  the  Gael. 
On  our  serried  rank's  thickness 

Hailed  war's  wild  hail. 
Back  we  hurled  it,  and  spoiled,  too, 

Their  courage  at  morn, 
But  our  braVry  was  foiled  thro* 

The  drink  of  scorn. 

Long  Munster  did  slumber 

When  her  help  was  worth, 
Tho'  Ulster's  brave  number 

Did  call  her  forth. 
Hear  God's  voice  of  thunder, 

Thus  our  saints  speak  alike, 
"  'tls  time  now  to  sunder 

From  sleep,  and  strike  !" 

3  ?í)úri)A|n,  Munster.  Here  again  my  native  province  is  upbraided 
for  her  inactivity,  in  forgetfulness  that  she  had  given  the  Sheares's 
and  others  to  the  cause,  whilst  the  Ultonians  are  lauded  for  the  effort 
they  made  to  liberate  their  native  land. — J.  O'D. 
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21N   CI)R2tOJB1)JN   2tOJB1)JNN. 

seu-5WW  o'cum?ie2i32iiH  no  cum 

Font)  :—"Uv  CbtiAoibft)  2lojbjtjt)  iuumn  Ó5." 

Sub  peArrA  le  rrjiAt?  3AC  bl]A3AftJ  A3  cnAcc, 

2l|t-3t)iotbu]5eAcc  LAOff  132  b'ATibuiáeAf  ^leo, 
3o  cApA  roe<v|t  biAi)  a  3-ciAt)  le  T)ATÍ)Aib, 

3o  3-clAoióeAt)  b=job  rtrjlce  Aft  lAji  v<\oj  bfiót) ! 
Ní  fTAbpAÓ  Ant>5liAÓAirier*3iAc  i}A  Tt>-bAr;  rrj-bnAt,3 
«Do  SeAjlTlAÓ  T)A  b-plAfT  1)3A|tb-^lAC  a'j*  r?5uAr)A, 
2iicrt)e  At)  ujlc  r)A  leADAfi  t)-bub  'fA  5-clAoi)  bl^e 

fCAt^AO, 

IDatt)  CbnAoifr}t>  &o]b|t)i}  2Uupt>  O3  ! 

Ca  21U>a  rriAllcA  3-clfAb  le  rj-Acuf, 

2I3  fíoft-rbufbeArb  bjoijAlcAjr  ^A  b|t|5  tuojb  F 

'Sir  S^lt1!*5  3°  rt)-b]Ab  'co  fiaóac  at)  bAT)-pujc, 
jjo  b]t)t)  cné  cjotica  ^beAr^atr-  tbóift. 

ClAtJO^  t>A  fCftfApAC  b'lAjtpAÓ  f&fAlb, 

21  b-cfieAf3A]|ic  at)  pjAÓ  cA  bjAÓCA  A]t  ^Ar-Ac, 
Le  At)pA6  Y  f5é|ri)le  criiqb  le  bAfAcc, 

'S  beib  ttjo  Cb|tAO|bío  2lo|b|rrt)  Iby  bo  fpófic. 

B^AÓ  AT)  C-ACAiri  UllllAM)4    A5  TtJATt  ATI  bftA]Cnib> 

21  3-c^c  Aoirib  Cboirji?5  cé  cA  ÍA3  pór  ; 
3<>  TT>eAt)Arot)AC,  tiia^aIca,  b^AÓA,  cfifcrbceAc, 

&3  fio|i-f Di&eArb  5n1^t>  'fé  l*t)  bo  f30p. 
O  CAilleAÓ  a  t>3liAÓ  do  b-£iAtrt)  At?  l)-ACAcb& 
Le  ^AlffotíiATi  CU3  iAb  curt)  t>Ai|ie ; 
Jf  Aic  At)  fulc  a  leADAÓ  Bb|t?3,  a  b-pionAO|b  ArtbA, 

'S  a  cao]  if  bjt)t)  l|t)t)  t)A  cA]t)ce  6o't)  c-fónc  ! 

J  2lt)  CtlAOibfi)  2tojb]i)t),  7^e  Delightful  Little  Branch,     By  this 
epithet  Ireland  is  allegorically  meant. 
3  lAOireAC,  i  e.,  Louis  of  France. 
3  t)kt)  b|t*c,  i.e  ,  the  French  colour». 
*  The  Rev.  William  English. 
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THE  CRAOIBHIN  AOIBHINN. 

JOHN   CUNNINGHAM   SANG. 

Air  : — "  Craoibhin  Aoibhin  Aluinn  Og"7 

0,  henceforth  raise  the  song  of  rapture 

Sing  how  our  heroes'  actions  glow ! 
Afar,  the  foeraan  has  fall'n  their  capture  ! 

Their  flaming  swords  laid  thousands  low. 
They'll  stay  not  now  for  shield  nor  banner, 
Till  crusht  the  foe  of  black  dishonour, 
Till  they've  freed  for  ever  from  the  foes  that  ban  her 

Mo  chraoibhin,  aoibhin,  aluinn  og ! 

Brave  Alba»  girds  her  loins  in  gladness, 

Calling  for  vengeance  on  the  foe ; 
She  smiles  to  think  of  his  yelling  madness 

When  chased  through  Fergus- land  he'll  go. 
She  cries  "  Revenge  upon  those  vile  hands 
Which  tracked  the  brave  stag  of  the  Highlands." 
0,  soon  he'll  come  unto  these  Islands — 

To  craoibhin,  aoibhin,  aluinn  og! 

Our  poet  priest  and  holy  friars 

Once  more  in  Conn's-lands  faith  will  sow ; 
They'll  twine  joy's  roses  instead  of  briars, 
Most  pure,  celestial  lives  they'll  show. 
For  Hawk's  troops  now  are  strewn  and  sunder'd, 
Defeat  and  shame  o'er  foes  have  thunder'd, 
And  the  knaves  hang  high  who  long  have  plundered 
Mo  chraoibhin  aoibhin,  aluinn  og  ! 

5  This  is  Conn  of  the  Hundred  Battles. 

6  Y)-}xcac\),  Lord  Hawk,  the  English  naval  commander  who 
fought  against  the  French. 

7  Pronounced  "  mo  chreevin,  eevin,  oraXin,  o  /"  It  symbolizes  our 
Native  Land,  and  means  literally  "  my  little-bough  pleasant,  beau- 
teous, young  f  this  expression  being  applicable  to  a  youthful  maiden 
as  "  scion"  is  used  in  English  to  designate  a  descendant. — Eb. 

8  Scotland. 
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21  5-céirn  rtAtbAb  3u}b]trt  rt&ri  buAjóceoifi  bív^jte  one, 
3^8|m  f  ao]  c]oy  bufc  ^i^e  Art  fpó|nc, 

&  i'ao^-c^is  5|t|t)r)  b'pu^l  u<\f  a^I  Art|*<V]6, 

Clo^6e<\rb  fAobAifi  T-bltK)  o  TiArt5AÓ  Ab  6djb, 

<Do  béAfi  féjrt  frjol  Tt)A]c  ua^o)  bo  Iaca]ti, 

S51AC  Mac  MAOj|*e  fuAiric  t;a  liVT)-|*5|ieAb ; 

6|be    cujjtp    Art   c]téjrt-f|jt,   CortAll    criojÓeATÍ)U|l 
CeAfifirtAC,1 
'S  If  cujbe  at)  strjorb  b^or)  ceAnc  b'fA^Ajl  curt? 
5leo! 


3V  buACA^U  fujijce  |»a|ta, 

<Do  f  Arioso  cú  rné  TO-bn6rt  ? 
'S  T)A]t  cu]Tbt)ib  péjc  Art)  cru^Oe  one, 

Ha  frrtUAjneAÓ  bAn  n-bo|c; 
)X  bu^c  if  rrtón  Art  rtA]ue, 
2t)unA  b-r6]5f|ri  <v]t}r*  ó'n  b-f  &rt  Trte, 
'S  50  b-cu5  cu  peAficA  at)  rbÁrtAil,3 

Há  fÁ5pAÓ  trje  fAO|  btrórt  t 

T/|OC£A]6  at)  bÁf  Aji  cuAirib  cugAb 

LeAc  uAiTi  beA5  tiojtt)  Ia  ; 
'S  bA]rtflb  cúrtCAf  cnuAib  Ójoc, 

2iirn  5AC  cluA]T)  b'ATt  b-pUA]l  cu  Aft  Trtrtá ; 

1  ConAll  CefttttW5»  knight  of  the  Red  Brunch.  The  history  of 
this  hero  will  be  found  in  the  CA.|i)  t>6  ChuAjlsne,  now  preparing 
for  publication  by  the  Ossiaxic  Society. 

2  This  song  is  the  effusion  of  an  artless  country  girl  to  an 
unfaithful  swain,  and  is  characterised  by  that  simplicity  of  style 
and  language  peculiar  tó  the  humbler  classes  of  the  Irish  peasantry. 
It  is  entirely  free  from  that  redundancy  of  epithets,  and  com- 
pound words,  &c,  which  mark  the  compositions  of  those  versed  in 
classical  literature,  in  which  the  reader  will  find  frequent  mention 
made  of  Helen,  Venus,  Mars,  Minerva,  Neptune,  Thetis,  &c.  intended 
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May  never  foeman  dim  thy  glory, 

But  joy  to  thee  as  tribute  flow, 
Chaste  bard!4  whose  sires  were  famed  in  story, 

Let  Fionn's  sharp  sword  in  thy  right  hand  glow. 
I,  too,  shall  share  thy  fight,  undaunted, 
Give  thee  Naesi's  shield  and  Connall's  vaunted 
War-mail  for  Freedom.     Oh,  may  Heav'n  grant  it 

To  craoibhin,  aoibhin,  aluinn  og  ! 


DEATH'S  DOLEFUL  VISIT. 

0  youth,  so  proved  and  grateful ! 

You've  covered  me  with  grief, 
You  mind  not  my  heart's  breaking, 

Nor  think  to  give  relief; 
How  black  to  you  and  shaming, 
If  you  save  me  not  from  blaming, 
Who  swore  upon  the  Manual 

To  ne'er  leave  me  'neath  grief! 

Death  will  come  to  seek  you 

A  small  half- hour  ere  day, 
And  for  each  guileful  action 

He'll  make  you  strictly  pay. 

to  show  the  profound  learning  of  the  writer,  and  how  thoroughly 
conversant  he  was  with  heathen  lore,  whilst  entirely  forgetting 
his  own  fairy  mythology,  as  well  as  the  heroines  and  heroes  of 
ancient  Ireland. — J.  O'D. 

3  2f)&nAfl.  The  English  word  manual,  a  Catholic  prayer-book, 
is  Irecised  here. 

*  It  was  often  the  custom  of  the  hards  of  the  last  century  to 
correspond  in  rhyme.  The  present  communication  was  addressed  to 
Eamonn  do  Nogla,  a  Cork  tailor,  who  courted  the  Muses  more  than 
he  did  the  goose  or  the  thimble.  The  author,  Seaan  O'Cuinneagain, 
flourished  in  the  year  1737,  (see  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Minister,  first 
series,  p.  169)  and  wrote  several  beautiful  compositions  now  current 
among  the  Munster  peasantry.  —J.  O'D. 
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BejÓ  cú  At)  jtujrrrii)  uAi^rjeAC,1 

'S  t>Mi  brteAg  í  ad  A|C|tí5e  'rjuAijt  no, 
<D'a  nrpéi&ift  í  F&5A1I! 

Jl»  caiIít)  beA3  3AI)  3]tuAiTi)  rtje 

21  rVpuil  fUAilceAt:  At)r>  mo  Jlófi, 
Wart  c<vjtlAjó  beAfic  Aft  cuacaI, 

3ujl  CAJ*a6  CUfAÓ  ATI)  CÓ1|l, 

2Ír>oif  °  cív  cí*  A3  3ÍuAifeACc, 
Sljuf  cúl  &o  Iatí)<v  50  Iuac  \]Ox\), 
2t)o  cúrrjA  tt)A  cé]5irt)  í*at)  uaj3  leAC, 
)X  búbAC  t>\x]z  rt)A]t  fseól ! 

<Do  CU]Tt^1T)t)  f4ACC  A]t  juóó  8U|C 

^at)  rbó|icuf  órr)'  lAiri) ; 

2l]t  lé]T)e  T)Ó  Afl  CÓCA, 

Nó  A]t  fCOCAb*  CÚ|l  5AT)  CAltT)  ! 

43a  rt)-buAilpeA6  yrnó]z  tja  ceó  cu, 
CbiqtMqTjn  cú  |%ír  a  T)-ó]5e, 
'S  bA  b-qoc|:A6  '5m;  rrje  póf  aó, 
Bb^ió'  Ai)  ^5  5ló]tri)ATi  t>Ajt  lÁjri)  ! 

Seal  bArt)'  A|tT)n|t  bío^A, 

3^i)  uijteAfbAÓ  b^e  i)A  éAbAig ; 
2Í5  fiubAl  a  n)eAt;5  njo  3ao6<vIca, 
&3  cuilleATÍ)  clú  'fbÁ  ^A3Atl : — 
Bbjb  TT?eAf  A3  IjtM  '1*^3  3^  ofiru, 
5uri  rbeAll  cú  le  3I0TI  bo  béjl  rrie, 
)f  é  ceACCAi]te  cu|fi]m  t)a  6é|3  o|tc, 

1  ttúittjío  UAisneAc,  á  solitary  or  uninhabited  apartment,  by  which 
is  meant  the  grave. — J.  O'D. 

2  Vulgo,  colleen. 


OF    MUNSTER. 


75 


In  the  small  room,  you'll  lie  lonely, 
The  white  sheet  round  you  only, 
How  gladly  you'd  do  penance 
Could  you  then  but  find  the  way. 


I  was  a  gloomless  catling 

And  joy  was  in  my  voice, 
But  you  brought  the  sorrow  with  you, 

No  more  could  I  rejoice. 
And  now  since  you're  forsaking, 
And  your  path  from  me  are  taking, 
If  thro'  you  I  die,  in  mourning, 
How  black  will  seem  that  choice ! 


I'd  manage  all  your  household, 

With  skilful  hand  so  well, 
Your  hose  and  shirt  and  cota3 

Would  be  fairest  in  the  dell ; 
If  grief's  dark  clouds  hung  o'er  you 
To  youth  I  would  restore  you,4 
0,  wed  me — and  the  Glory 
Of  God  shall  with  us  dwell ! 


I  had  once  no  lack  o'f  clothing, 

Of  food  or  dwelling  place, 
I  earned  good  fame  and  won  it 

Among  my  kindred's  race  ; 
Nor  could  Gall  or  Gael  upbraid  me 
Till  your  false  voice — it  betray'd  me — 
But  the  Envoy  I  send  with  you 

Is  the  Most  High  King  of  Grace  ! 

3  Cota,  a  coat.  It  is  probable  that  the  English  language  is 
indebted  for  the  names  of  many  articles  of  dress  to  the  Irish,  ex. 
trousers  from  truis,  &c,  &c. — Er. 

4  This,  as  well  as  the  whole  poem,  is  closely  literal. 
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'S  a  corbATifA  crtofbe  t)A  -p&itice, 

Mac  cjiAfbce  beib  rrjé  t)occ  ; 
'S  tjac  búbAC  bo  be^b'  rt)é  rtiAjtAC, 

MuA]]t  t)A  beib  cu  '5^11) : — 
too  brqr  cu  At)  cjtofóe  att/  lAjtfA, 
'S  b'p&5  cú  rrjé  50  citA^bce, 
Seo  PÓ5  13Ó  bo  le  5|tAb  bujc 
pA  b-|:A5pAb  cufA  rt)e  ! 


%n   SP2UIPJN   P21N21C1),1 

£onn :— ."  2lt)  CAiljt)  b'^5  mé  Am  óéisre." 

3o  beó  beó  jvjf*  t)}  TiAgAb  50  CAjpeAl 

2I5  bjol  t)A  ]teic  n?o  flAfTvce; 
MA  Aft  rbAfijAb  t)A  |*A0i|te  aid  fu]5e  COff  bAllA, 

%rr)  rs&o\\)X]  Aft  leAC-CAOfb  y riAfbe  : — 
BobAfTqb,2  i)A  qjie  A3  c^eACc  Aft  a  5-cApAfll, 

<Da  ^|<x.pftAjbe  AT)  b-puflfrr)  b'lT^^^^j 

'CéATJArp  CUtt)  fftlbAfl,   Cív't)  CUftfA  pAbA 

Seo  Aft  T-jubAl  At)  SpAflpit)  pAijAcb  ! 

9Xw  SpAflpít)  pAt)AC  p^5bAb  rnife, 

2I5  feAfArb  Aft  rrjo  flAft)ce  ; 
21 5  ffubAl  at)  bnuccA  50  rrjoc  Aft  rt)A]bfr), 

'S  A5  bA]liu5Ab  5AU]Tt  ftAfcce! 

l  This  song  is  not  much  older  than  the  beginning  of  the  present 
century,  and  is  the  production  of  an  itinerant  potatoe  digger  from 
Kerry  who  suffered  some  hardship  among  the  farmers  of  Tipperary 
and  Kilkenny,  a  class  of  men  who  though  willing  to  pay  the  highest 
amount  of  wages  to  their  men,  yet  require  adequate  labour  in  re- 
turn. However,  the  Kerry  spalpeens,  as  they  are  called,  are  an 
object  of  hatred  to  their  fellows  of  Tipperary,  where  shoals  of  them 
muster  from  the  Kerry  mountains  to  earn  a  few  shillings  during 
the  potato-digging  season,  and  hire  themselves  far  below  the  na- 
tives, for  which  they  are  severely  punished.  In  the  beginning  of 
the  present  century  many  of  the  Kerry  men  had  their  ears,  or  one 
of  them  at  least,  cut  off  as  a  punishment  for  lowering  the  market 
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My  love  !  my  heart's  own  neighbor ! 

How  lorn  am  I  to-night — 
How  dark  I'll  be  to-morrow, 

And  you  upon  your  flight ! 
You've  broke  life's  wall  before  me, 
And  death's  chill  blast  blows  o'er  me, 
Yet  take  one  kiss,  my  darling, 

Before  you  leave  my  sight ! 


THE  SPAILPIN  FANACH.3 

Air  : — "  The  girl  I  left  behind  me." 

No  more — no  more  in  Gashel  town 

I'll  sell  my  health  a-raking, 
Nor  on  days  of  fairs  rove  up  and  down, 

Nor  join  the  merry-making. 
There,  mounted  farmers  came  in  throng 

To  try  and  hire  me  over, 
But  now  I'm  hired,  and  my  journey's  long, 

The  journey  of  the  Rover  ! 

I've  found,  what  rovers  often  do, 

I  trod  my  health  down  fairly, 
And  that  wand'ring  out  on  morning's  dew 

Will  gather  fevers  early. 

wages.  The  mode  of  detecting  a  Kerry  man  from  other  Munster 
men  was  as  follows.  All  the  spalpeens,  who  slept  huddled  together 
in  a  barn  or  outhouse,  were  called  up  at  night,  and  each  man  in  his 
turn  was  obliged  to  pronounce  the  word  5 AbAfi,  a  goat,  in  Irish ;. 
when  the  long,  sharp  tone  of  the  Kerry  man  betrayed  him,  and  im- 
mediately his  ear  was  cut  off.  It  is  said  that  G05&T)  Ruaó  the  poet 
had  a  narrow  escape  of  losing  both  ears  on  one  occasion. — J.  O'D. 

*  l?o&A|fii&e,  a  term  of  contempt  somewhat  similar  to  upstart 
applied  by  daily  labourers  to  their  employers  the  farmers. — J.  O'D. 

3  It  is  my  opinim  from  internal  evidence  that  this  ballad  wai 
composed  by  some  person  recruited  for  the  "  wild-geese." — Eb. 
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Mí  £ejcj:eATi  cotiat)1  Art)  IAjtt)  curt)  OAjnce, 

Sú]fc  t;a  peAC  be^5  nivrt)A|nne, 
2lct  colonra  t;a  b-'pnAnneAC  of  C]onr>  rno  leApcAt;, 

'S  pike  A5AIT)  curt)  fAjbce  ! 

5o  CaHa^i;2  'rtUAin  cé^5]rt)  \  mo  hook  Art)  ^Ia^c, 
'S  tt)é  Ann  r-ub  a  b-cor-AC  5eAnncA ; 

'S  'rtUA^jt  qjirt)  50  «Dujblinr;8  'yé  clú  bjórt  ca, 
Seo  cú^A^b  at)  SpAjlpít)  pAnAcb  : 

Cnu]T)i;eócAb  rne  qAll  'y  tniAlljíAb  a  bA^le, 
'S  clAo^ó^eAb  r-eAl  le  rn'  TbA^qrjw  ; 

'SjO  brtÁC  A|tíf  T)í  TjlAOÓpATl  rt/AlTrtrt), 

Sat;  qji  feo  "  2ln  SpAjlpít;  pAnAcb  I" 

2t)o  cú]5  céAb  t-Iat)  cuid  búcAjbe  rr/ACAji, 

2I5U1*  curt)  at)  OileAit)4  5TiA6rt)ATi ; 
'S  curn  biiACA|lljóe  T)<v  CúIac  óf  bjob  t)Án.  Tbjfbe, 

21  n-A'jTDT'jri  CAfbA  tja  5An.bAi; : — 
2lcc  AT)0|f  ó  cÁjiD^e  Art)  CA^6]T)-bocc  óeAlb, 

21  Tt)eAf5  t)a  t)-búcA]6e  ^A^aji;  r-eo, 
)X  &  Tno  cúrt)A  cno|6e  n)An  £uaiti  rt)é  At)  5<Mnrn, 

Bbe^C  rtlArt)  ^rt)  "  SpAllpp  'pÁtJAcl)   !" 

21  5-C|AnnAi5e  at;  Zwvv  bo  geAbcAO]  at;  Aji^jn, 

5o  TT)'poi;r)  le  peATi  fu15e  l^tb  l&  í 
Ma  Trt-be^b'  Iat*a  cjvj  líqr-  t;a  5t)AO]  rnAft  aIaó, 

'Sa  cúl  jt|ot;t)  pAba,  j^i^oc  ; 
21  cnuinne  qocA.  ti^aii;  t>Afi  f5A|peAÓ, 

'Sa  tdaIa  caoI  rt)ATi  ft^qb; 
)X  rt)ófi  50  rt/^eAfifi  lion;  \  x)*,  r-TtAOill5  o  CbAllA^nn 

INa  nj-bqó'  t)A  céAbCA  pm;c  le  pA^^jl  Lé] ! 

1  Cottfct),  a  reaping  hook  or  sickle. — J.  O'D. 

3  CaU*y|1)I),  Callan  in  the  county  of  Kilkenny. — J.  O'D. 

8  t)ujblj T)X),  literally  the  black  lake,  an  ancient  name  tor  Dublin. 
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No  more  shall  flail  swing  o'er  my  head, 

Nor  my  hand  a  spade-shaft  cover, 
But  the  Banner  of  France  float  o'er  my  bed, 

And  the  Pike  stand  by  the  Rover  ! 

When  to  Callan,  once,  with  hook  in  hand, 

I'd  go  to  early  shearing, 
Or  to  Dublin  town — the  news  was  grand 

That  the  "  Rover  gay"  was  nearing. 
And  soon  with  good  gold  home  I'd  go, 

And  my  mother's  field  dig  over — 
But  no  more — no  more  this  land  shall  know 

My  name  as  the  "  Merry  Rover  !" 


Five  hundred  farewells  to  Fatherland  ! 

To  my  loved  and  lovely  Island ! 
And  to  Culach's  boys — they'd  better  stand 

Her  guards  by  glenn  and  highland. 
But  now  that  I  am  poor  and  lone, 

A  wand'rer — not  in  clover — 
My  heart  it  sinks  with  bitter  moan 

To  have  ever  lived  a  Rover. 


In  pleasant  Kerry  lives  a  girl, 

A  girl  whom  I  love  dearly, 
Her  cheek's  a  rose,  her  brow's  a  pearl, 

And  her  blue  eyes  shine  so  clearly ! 
Her  long  fair  locks  fall  curling  down 

O'er  a  breast  untouched  by  lover; 
More  dear  than  dames  with  a  hundred  poun' 

Is  she  unto  the  Rover ! 


<  Ojleíxí),  Castle  Island  is  referred  to  here. 

5  Sn.AO]l,  a  slovenly,  untidy  person  ;  by  which  the  ;1  Jolly  Rover" 
designates  the  Kilkenny  girls,  who,  according  to  his  account,  could 
not  bear  comparison  with  those  of  Kerry. — J.  O'D. 
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)X  |i6  bjte<V5  if  cufrb]t)  liort)  1170  ÓAOjrie  bejc  feAUb 

pAO]  buAi,b,  £AO|  c^O||te,  pAoj  Iaoj5  be<vj  5eAlA, 

'3ut/  cApAi.ll  at)í)  le  b-^IMorb  : — 
B'é  co]l  Cbfiiot/b  5u]t  cujjteAb  ^T>r>  AfbA, 

'S  50  r)-beACArt)A]|t  a  leAc  Aft  ?/lA]T)ce  ; 
'S5U|t  b'é  bfijT;  rrjo  crtO|óe  At)i)  5ac  qft  bA  TtACA|rr); 

Call  here  you  "  SpA|lpit>  ^AtjAcb  !" 

<t)A  b-t|5e<\b  at)  pfiAT)r)CAC2  a  tjaII  cAtt  caIajc, 

'S  a  CAiDpA  bA]r>5^oi),  U]b|tt; 
^ljut;  Bójc  O'St1^^^3  cÚTjAT^r)  a  bA]le, 

'S  T3a65  bocc  p|All  O'CjaIajt;  : — 
<Do  be^c  Barracks  at?  TVJ5  50  léjft  bA  leA5AÓ, 

2l5uf^c»ze^  A5ujr)i}  bA  5-cÁrir)A  ; 
CIatjíja  5aoI  5<\c  aid  bÁ  b-cfteAT/5A|jtc, 

S]t)  CAbA||t  A5  At)   ( '  Sp Aflpít)  }^Ar)Acb   I" 


CUJSL6    21)0    Ct)ROJ<Dl)e. 

<Do  cu5a|*  5|iá6  clé]b  bu]c  a  rpéijibeAt)  aji  b-cúf*, 

O  léi^eAf  1170  fú]l  A|t  bo  bAij-crjeir  ; 
<Do  b'peAjtft  Ijort)  r>A  bólAÓc  bAb  bAi)A  '5111;  búbA, 

3o  Tt)-be]ceA  'fAT)  5-cú|T)5e  A5  Art)  rb*vcA|?i : 
Bbe1&'  bo  leAb^ó  ]tÓTT)Ab  cójivijjce  ó  16  AT)T)f  ai)  ftútr), 
'S  bo  tt)Aca  bfieív5  bó  at)1)  leAC  le  cjtúb, 
Cbu]|t|:]i)i)  búclAO]  Ab'  bpÓ5A  IuaÓ  c'TtójrtrjeAC  i)0 
pú]T)C, 

'Sa  |*CÓ]Tt  Ó]l  T)A  CAb<V|tpÁÓ  bo  lAlri)  bATI)  ! 

1  5*Mle,  the  river  Galey  or  Gale,  in  the  county  of  Kerrry,  for  a 
description  of  which,  see  Smith's  Kerry,  pp.  213,  338.  On  its 
borders  the  poet's  ancestors  were  located. — J.  O'D. 

2  2tn  FfiAijtjCAC,  the  French.  Here  again  is  another  look  out  for 
the  Frenchman! 
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Ah,  well  I  mind  when  my  own  men  drove 

My  cattle  in  no  small  way, 
With  cows,  with  sheep,  with  calves  they'd  move, 

With  steeds,  too,  west  to  Galey ; 
Heaven  willed  I'd  lose  each  horse  and  cow, 

And  my  health  but  half  recover, 
But  it  breaks  my  heart,  for  her  sake,  now 

That  I'm  only  a  sorry  Rover. 


But  when  once  the  French  come  o'er  the  main, 

With  «tout  camps  in  esch  valley, 
With  Buck  O'Grady  back  again, 

And  poor,  brave  Tadlig  O'Dalaigh, 
O,  the  Royal  Barracks  in  dust  shall  lie, 

The  yeomen  we'll  chase  over, 
And  the  English  claim  be  forced  to  fly, 

'Tis  the  sole  hope  of  the  Rover ! 


PULSE  OF  MY  HEART. 

vV  The  love  of  my  bosom,  fair  maiden,  was  thine, 
Since  first  saw  my  eyes  thy  white  graces  ; 

More  welcome  than  droves  of  the  black  and  white  kine* 
Were  thy  form  in  my  home's  pleasant  places  I 

0,  thy  couch  would  be  placed  in  a  room  sunny  bright, 

The  cows  would  low  soft  for  thy  pail  at  twilight ; 

Thy  fair  little  shoes  with  rich  buckles  be  'dight ; 
Then  grant  me  thy  hand  and  caresses  ?" 

3  t>ó]C  0'3n&&A,  i-e-,  Buck  O'Grady.  The  term  bójc  signifies  an 
ostentatious  fellow,  a  coxcomb,  and  is  synonimous  with  the  English 
term  Buck,  which  is  used  in  some  copies  of  the  poem.  Buck  O'Grady 
and  Teige  O'Daly  were  in  their  day  the  Bravos  of  the  district,  but 
emigrated  to  some  foreign  -clime. 

4  Marriage  portions, 

6 
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2t)o  Iait)  bujc  v)  cAOATtt;Aiir)r)  30  beó  le  Aor>  T*orvr>, 
3<>  5-cui|t^e^6  |*5é<vl  euro  rrjo  nj^iji^r) ;     ' 

2t)Aft  bo  THtAi,Ti  TÍ  &0  ~u*7t*ir3  oe1^  ruAtftAC  aji  b-cúj% 
'S30  t)-ó1í:&ó  bo  Cftúr5<\  a  b-C]j  at;  cAbA]Tii)e  ! 

Náti  IÚ3A  leACfA  c'TtójtW  b'ól  tja  cú^  pú]t)c, 

'SbA  b-cAiUAÓ  peAfi  ceófl   ottc  5AÍ)  feo|jil|t>5  t;a 
c|tor)c, 

Í^óIítaÓ  at)  porter  '\  móft  cu^b  be'r)  liút^, 

'S  a  rró|TVJT)  cé  ÚAbATtpAÓ  be&r)  bfte&5  Óujc ! 

Wa  cTtejbfe  tja  briéTcrte  t>a  t;a  bftéA3A  ro  Aft  r-fúbAl, 

2t)Afi  Tf  atjattj  'tr;o  Óul  30  Z]$  AT)  CAbAITlTje  ; 
*Cá  Aifi3iob  attj  pócAÓ  '5U]*  rt)óft-ciT|b  atd  crióric, 

'S  T)ÍOfl  6lAf  Ttf  ATT)  pÚT)C  ATI  AOT)  lACAfTt  ! 

Bb]  a  thaIaitic  bo  5i)ó&  'jatt)  be  'r-A  b-t:03TbATt  bo  bj 

CÚTJATT), 

2I5  buAip  5A]tTiAi6ce  'cácao]  YA  cuTt  fXACAjbe  AT* 

boTvr>, 
2t)o  TbACA  be]t  Iát;  bo  DAb  bAi?A  A3uf  búbA, 

3at;  AO]i)T;e  bA  3-cjiíiÓ  acc  rr;o  Tb^crtít)  1 


C2t)SL62tH   U)   M6JU.Í 

21  curr)A]r)T)  6il  a'í;  AtwfACc, 

21  b-cu]*  at;  c-fATbTiAib  bÁ  b-ciocpÁÓ  l]OTt?  £éjt>; 
2ln7Ac  pAOi,  t>A  sWtwca, 

Mó  TTjATl  A  b-CÍ3eAÓ  AT)  3|t|AT)  fAe; 
BaÓ,    CAOfTie,    T)Á  3ATT)T)AÍ 

Nf  ÍOT)CÓCU-IT)T)  leACT/A  TTJATI  T*pTlé^Ó  ; 

2lcc  tt)o  lÁTb  bei,c  r;AO]b'  córt)  3eAl, 

'S  ceab  cÓTbftÁb  bei,c  eAbtiM,!)!)  a  tiaoti  ! 

1  CATrleíuj  UiW&ill,  i.e..  O'NeUTs  Castfe.      The  air  of  this  song 
will  be  found  in  Bunting's  Irish  Music.  Ed.  1797,  p.  15. — J.  O'D. 
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"  My  hand  I  won't  give  thee,  don't  hope  it  at  all 

Till  mamma  shall  have  conned  the  tale  over, 
For  the  fame  of  thy  name  is,  alas !  very  small, 

She  hears  thou'rt  a  drinker  and  rover ! 
That  'tis  little  thou'dst  think  to  spend  five  times  a  ponnd, 
And,  were  there  a  farthingless  bard  to  be  found, 
0,  the  poster1  itself  soon  in  drink  would  go  round : 
"What  maid  would  choose  thee  for  her  lover  ?" 


"  Don't  trust  in  such  slander,  bright  pulse  of  my  breast ! 

Not  oft  to  the  tavern  I'm  roaming  ; 
And  there's  gold  in  my  pocket  and  goods  in  my  chest, 

'Tis  few  I  e'er  spent  on  cups  foaming. 
0,  when  ripe  harvest  comes  what  increase  will  be  mine, 
With  yellow  com  stooks  to  build  stacks  tall  and  fine  ; 
Ah !  shall  none  but  my  mother  the  black  and  white  kine 

Then  milk  in  the  red,  dewy  gloaming?" 


CAISLEAN  UI  NEILL. 

0,  darling  and  true  love, 

In  early  summer  if  you  come  with  me, 
'Mong  dim  glenns  of  dew,  love, 

Or  where  the  bright  sun  shineth  free  ; 
Calves,  kine,  sheep  the  whitest 

For  your  fortune  I'd  take  not  that  day. 
But  my  two  arms  'round  your  white  waist 

And  sweet  lonely  converse  with  you  for  aye ! 

1  i.e.  the  Four-poster  !  the  state  bed  of  every  farm  house. 
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21ca  mo  5*M|i&ír)-fj  At)  ^Af ac, 

21  6]AT)-5Tt^ó  At)  tt^fbe  leAC  é ; 
21ca  cofttujTje  jto  Afib  At)t), 

215111«  ^a^  ac  50  bAjtftAO]  t)A  5-ciiAol> ; 
Mí  clu|t)itt)  ceól  clAiftfise, 

3^bAil  At)  c-fjiAi&feo  t)Á  ceól  b]t)t)  t)A  t)-éAt;, 
O  b'éAÍA^j  "^0  ST1^  wAjti), 

Cul  ^Ap^-joc  50  CAjfleAt)  Uí  Mé|tl. 

MÁ|t  f&50AÓ  rt)é  At)  fAOjjeAlfo, 
Oo  léi5^e  tt)é  óíott)  At)  n^-A^ ; 
3o  rt)-beió  bAÓ  'sArt)  'f  CAOjfte, 

'S   tl)0  Tt)^Ot)AC  lb||l  tt)0  ÓA  l<VTt)A  ; 

T/|ior5AÓ  t)A  b-AO]t)e, 

2it)  Ia  f  AOjtte  t)í  cui|tpii)t)  a  b-pÁc ; 
'S  t>ÍOft  b-£AbA  l]Oti)f a  o]8ce, 

Síi)ce  leb'  bjtollAÓ  5eAl  bAt>  ! 

CéAb  ]*lÁt)  bo't)  ojbce  jiao^, 

Jf  é  t1)0  léAt)  1)AC  í  l)OCC  ACA  At)t)j 

'S  bo't)  ti)-buACAillít)  7*pé||teAti)uil» 
4)0  b|téA5pAÓ  tt)é  |*eAl  aji  a  5lú]t), 

<Do  ^eófpAitjt)  péit)  fjéAl  bu]c, 

Dá  rt)'^é]b|fi  30  5-co|tt)eÁb^Á6  ofttt)  jiút) ! 

3o  b--pu|l  tiio  Sftívb  b&t)  Arr)  éfié^ot), 

21  Í)1)|a  slé]5il  '^  ti)]c  2t)u|]te  i)ac  búbAc  ! 

'Ca'i)  ctqjtfe  'f  At)  bftót)  f*o, 

Kó  ti)ó|t  cirt)c^oll  tt)o  cftojÓe  ! 
T3a  Iat)  tt)o  6a  b|tó|5ít), 

<Do  óeójiAÓA  sIa^a  l]oti)  fjof ; 
'pAOj  5ttAÓ  bud.cA]ll  ó]3, 

<Do  bfteóó  Y  bo  buAji)  bfott)  tt)o  c]aII, 
'S  t)í  tt)A]|ipeA6  tt)é  beó, 

21) a  pó^At)  fé  At)  beAt)  bub  6t)  c-fljAb  ! 
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My  garden's  neglected ; 

Dear  Love  !  does  that  not  eause  you  pain  ? 
Fruits  bloom  uninspected, 

And  verdure  grows  high  without  gain. 
I  list  not  the  clearest 

Soft  harp,  or  the  birds'  sweet  low  wail, 
Since  from  me  fled  my  dearest 

Curled  cuilfionn2  to  Caisleann  O'Neill  !3 

Yet  I'll  leave  not  life's  battle 

Till  down  fall  my  mis'ry  and  pain, 
Till  I've  sheep  and  cattle, 

And  my  darling  returned  once  again ; 
The  spare  meals  of  Lent-time 

I'll  quit  not  on  grand  days  of  feast, 
Sweet,  swift  were  the  spent-time 

I'd  spend  with  my  head  on  his  breast, 

Farewell  to  last  even ! 

I  would  it  were  back  now  to  me, 
With  the  fair  youth  of  Heaven 

Who  caressed  me  awhile  on  his  knee ! 
Til  say  what  bereft  me 

Of  joy — but  let  no  one  know, 
My  own  white  Love  has  left  me, 

0  Mary !  0  Heaven !  what  a  woe ! 

Sickness  and  sorrow 

Are  much,  much  around  my  poor  heart ; 
The  wan  tears  each  morrow 

To  my  eyes  ever — -and  ever  start ; 
Through  love,  and  love  only 

Of  him,  who  has  left  grief's  black  shade, 
Ah !  I  cannot  live  lonely 

If  he  wed  with  the  dark  mountain  maid ! 

2  Pron.  cool-yun,  i.e.  beautiful  hair,  and  symbolically  a  youth  or 
maiden.         «  Pron.  "  Coshlanno  Neill,"  the  castle  of  O'Neill. — Ee. 
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T^A  fjAb  b&  |tC\6  30  b-£uil 
3?tiv6  tja  b-peAjt  0]\rt)  V§\i), 

'S  bAJt  T)-bÓ1C  TT>ÍV  cA, 

2t)o  cji&b  !  T>i  TDifbe  l^on)  é  ; 

3°   &-CU3Af  T>AO„|   líV, 

Naoj  b-cji&c,  r)AO]  |*eACCrbu]t>e  béA3, 
2I3  cúl  císe  mo  5ftAb, 

BuAji^c  Áijtrrjóe  £<x  óuilleAOAjt  t)A  3-cftAob! 

<Do  3e^ll  tuf*A  bAnjfA, 

5<>  n?-bfiéA3pAb  rxyo  leATjb  Aft  bo  3IÚ10  ; 
í)o  3e<vll  cú  tja  6é|3  f]t>, 

3°  ru-be]b'  AOf>-q3eA|*  -\b]\t  mé  ^uf  cú, 
2t)o  3eAll*rbuir)  't)&3aó  At)  lAe  bufc, 

3ujt  l&lseAfA  leAcfA  rt?o  jiút)  ! 
2l3ur  £A|t<«>|fi  búbAÓ  3éAft  ! 

"G&'r)  ]*A05<\1  A3  3Ab<v|l  'bjjt  rr?e  ^ttf  cú  ! 


2iN    2t)2lC    2tU2l<D1). 

2t)A,]b|oo  AO]b|t}i}  bíóeAf  3<vr)  buAjjtc, 

2l(t  bé|i}r>  Ar>  cu<v]t)  Art)  f  hat)  cojf*  CUbAfOe  ;2 

'S  bAJlftA  CflAOOA  l]OT)CA  fUAf, 

<t>o  rbu|6e<vrb  t)A  5-cu<vc  'fbo  IuaÓ  t>a  i)-eAlcA|óe; 

1  t>TMAn  2Í)ac  3l°lU  2f)eiórie.  Anglicised  Bryan  Merryman.  who 
was  born  and  reared  in  the  parish  of  Clondagad.  barony  of  Clonder- 
law  about  eight  miles  west  of  Ennis  in  the  county  of  Clare.  His  father 
was  a  small  farmer  in  the  aforesaid  parish  ;  but  Brian,  who  was  a 
wild  youth  and  fond  of  amusement,  a  taste  which  he  acquired  from 
being  an  excellent  performer  on  the  violin — left  his  father's  house 
when  he  arrived  at  man's  estate,  and  located  himself  in  a  place 
called  Kilclerin  in  the  parish  of  Feacle,  about  twenty  miles  east  of 


OF    MUNSTER. 

The  people  say  ever 

That  brave,  handsome  men  love  me  dear, 
But  never — 0  never 

Could  /  love  while  he  is  not  here. 
I'd  wander,  far  rather, 

Nine  days,  nine  nights,  nine  weeks  and  ten, 
And  sloe-berries  gather 

Near  his  house  'neath  sleet,  snow,  and  rain  ! 

You  promised  me  purely, 

You'd  love  me  till  came  death's  decline ; 
You  promised  me,  surely, 

That  your  home  should  always  be  mine. 
But  woe  to  that  even 

When  I  gave  my  heart  unto  thee, 
Faraor !  0  bitter  grieving  ! 

The  world  goes  between  thee  and  me ! 
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THE  CHILD  OF  THE  ROCK. 

BRIAN    MAC   GIOLLA   MEIDHRE3  SANG. 

[The  Child  of  the  Rock  is  a  literal  translation  of  the  Irish  for 
"  The  Echo1'] 

Fair  the  morn  when  I  did  rove 

Within  a  dell  beside  the  ocean, 
Gladness  filled  the  boughs  above, 

The  cuckoos  call'd  and  songs  rose  gushing. 

Ennis,  where  he  taught  school  for  about  thirty  years;  and  died 
in  Limerick  about  the  year  1808.  While  residing  in  the  parish 
of  Feacle  he  composed  the  facetious  and  witty  poem,  entitled 
**  Cúiiic  At)  20beoÓAt)-oi&ce,"  or  Midnight  Court,  as  fine  a  spe- 
cimen of  bardic  composition  as  modern  Gaelic  ever  produced,  but 
a  little  licentious. — J.  CD. 

2  CUbAjTje,  the  Clady,  a  river  or  rivulet  in  the  county  of  Clare. 

3  Pr.    Gilla-mira  (g  hard) ;    this   name  is  absurdly    anglicised 
merry  man.     Brian  is  often  changed  to  Bernard. : — Er. 
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Bl&c  V  luibiorjrjA  bfteA^cA  attj  t^wc^oil, 
'S  £AT>ac  ^jo|t-5l<v|*  p|A8Afle  Aft  cealUije; 

t>Airl?r)3í6eAr  511T1  fí»  Mori)  Vu*r, 
Sjc-beAT;  uAfAl  ttAjbfieAc  Allege. 

Ba  ceAf  oac  í  A3  caot  50  CftUA]6, 

'Sif  ^uíóeAc  bo  sluAif  léi  'tmAj*  t>a  fftocAjóe  ; 
)l*  cAtce  cUoibce  bf  tia  cuAftl, 

5^t)  bfií5,  5AI}  luAib,  A3  Iuat^ao  cjieACAOfl : — 
Ba  Ia^ti  CAOjt)  at)  fcriÁjce  l^tji, 

Bbí  *3  V&V5*  A  C1W  50  fu^jce  Aft  beAr>bAO], 
CrjeAb  t)A  cfioióe,  r>A  elf,  ^up  3UA^f, 

BA  te)V)t),  bA  CTIUA3,   DA  lllAC,  bA  I  A3  )  I 

)y  Ia5  acá|tt;,  ati  fj,  rt)OT)ttATt  I 

2t)ATi  cwACAc  j:uati  at;  uA]rb  £AO]  teACA|8e  ; 
2lm  TjeAftTiA  criiorr)  3A1}  r»!^  3^t>  ctiua5 ; 

'Sif  b"jc  rné  a  b-'GuAÓ  ^tyrjUTbAit),1  'fA  b-cuACAfb 
6-ACCA^óe  :2 
)f  cIacac  ce|t)i>  aca  rr;o  cjtofbe  ; 

2t)0  f-lÁ|T)Ce  ATT>  OfC tTJO  TTTjle  cjteAC  i, 

3*W  r;íTÍ)e  A5uf  cliuj  atd  ctuATf, 

'S  tt)'ir;c]t)t)  T*uAi8ce  6  ua]U  tja  CA|llJ3e  ? 

jf*  £AbA  fflJT}  £A  ÓriAOfÓeACC  A  b-<CuArr)A1T)T>, 

'S|f  h]\yry  ati  ro-buA]T>  a  n>-buA]c  3AC  TjeATicAj^e; 
2I3  ^TteAfbAl  ?\x]X)\)  n  T\°V-  3*c  V^W, 

"pA  f)o\i  ac-Iuaó  3AC  uatII  bÁ  T?50]TtcT3e  ; 
Ni'l  cAiTi  bÁ  AojTibe  Ia  i>a  ojoce, 

O't;  ÁTib  t)a  tTj-bibeATD  50  cu|T)T)  bÁ  leActui^e ; 

MAC  OTITIA  Tbu]6fTT>  ATTJf  3At)  bUA|f, 

HAG  CttjTbjT)  teb'  cluAff  TTJATt  3luA|f  njo  TjaUAjbe. 

1  Cuac  2T)úTÍ>At),  Thomond. 

2  GAccuise,  or  SljAb  eAcrui^e.     This  is  the  name  of  a  cele- 
brated mountainous  district  lying  in  the  frontiers  of  the  counties  of 
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I  laid  me  down  'inid  blossoms  bright, 
Sleep  came  on  their  whisperings  airy ; 

Sweet  the  sight ! — there  flash'd  a  light, 
And  beamed  a  noble,  stately  fairy ! 

Mournful,  mournful  was  her  wail, 

Her  bitter  tears  were  falling  ever ; 
Sad  her  beauteous  brow  and  pale, 

Dishevelled,  torn,  her  tresses  waver. 
Her  noble  head  bowed  tow'rd  the  ground, 

Dim  her  lustrous  eyes  now  languish  ; 
A  bandage  bound  her  brow  around, 

The  lint- white  cincture — type  of  anguish ! 

"  Tis  /  am  weak/  she  said,  "  mo  bhron  !3 

Ev'n  as  corse  the  chill,  chill  tomb  in ; 
Arrows  pierce  me — friends  I've  none — 

No  more  my  voice  is  heard  in  Thomond  !4 
Fainting-sick  my  heart  is  drear, 

Gone  my  vigour — woes  are  swelling, 
Venom-ills  and  knells  mine  ear 

Doth  ever  hear,  with  a  hag's5  wild  yelling. 

"  Long  I've  been  'neath  druid-sway, 

And  glad  my  voice  was  once  in  Thomond, 
Answering  faint  but  faithful  aye, 

Each  sound  that  rose,  or  day  or  gloom  in. 
No  cry  of  chieftain  on  the  height, 

No  murmur  of  the  billows'  bending, 
But  gained  responses,  loud  or  light  ; 

Dost  thou  not  mind  my  voices'  blending  ? 

Clare  and  Galway.  It  is  now  generally  called  Sliav  Aughty,  but 
corrupted  to  Slieve  Baughta,  by  Beaufort  on  his  Ecclesiastical  Map 
of  Ireland.— J.  O'D. 

3  Pron.  mo  vron — my  sorrows. 

4  CuAó-2í)ÚTt)An,  North  Munster,  or  Thomond. 
6  England  is  thus  personified. 
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SeACAT)A]8e,  cé  caojtt*  50  ]?aot)! 

Na  ]*]l  511ft  pé]úl|oc  fAob  ítje  ro-clu]ó|rb  ? 
'S  ]JAjb  bo  bin)-]*]  b-qo]tcA]b  5a°£aI, 

3*t>  itfietyx)  A5  éjfcjocc  5é]rr-]teAC  5un<\]6e: 
PIao]*5  tno  c]i)n  "7A]t  CAOf3<\6  ^onj, 

Le  c<xo]icat;t>  b-]*iocAC  rb]lce  co5A]be; 
&t*  CAjlleAC  Trjrbe  5UTI  f]n  lerr>'  cAob, 

Mac  cu]rb]n  leAc  f6fn  5u]t  ^]cjb  goncA  ] ! 

)X  b]t]05rb^]i  b]nn  bo  b]Óe<v]*  att>  ^loft, 

'S  at)  c]Tt  tja  c6]]t  le  c6]]tne<\c  cACAibe  • 
)f  cu]Tt)]n  l]orn  coiTT>eAT*5Ain.  Cbujnn  '?•  605A.iT),1 

T"bli)T)  ']*  ó]]iTf)]C  2t)bó]tT)A  rbeA]tA]6e  : 
<&'é]rz]t)x)  leó  50  be]rf)]T)  'x&y  tjsleó, 

'S  rr)e  5-coillce  ceó  50  ceolmArt  ceAcc-biTjn, 
2I5  clAO]6eATTi  rr*o  ófioióe  !  tt*o  cl/jó  !  ttjo  clóó  ! 

Le  V7>W~Íat  rseólcA  rsónixvr;!)  ]*5olU]óe  ! 

Jr^TlAf  bO  ]t]A]t]:A]T)T)  C]AT)  ^CJ^é]\,    . 

'S  c]t]^U  5AC  z\\é]\)  a  5-cé]i)  cati  cont)A]6e  ; 
5<\c  cfieA]*5A]]ic  b]AT)-]*50c  ]a,riTT)úft  5A0I 

'í)]^  U|ll]Arn  ']*at;  2t)AOfi2  a  nj-boAl  t;<v  BójTjne, 
B'ívTib  rno  jUoó  le  5Á]]t  t)a  Iaoc, 

Le  1<mí)ac  T)A  b-pléA]t  V  pléAf5AÓ  b|iun)A|6e, 
CbA]*  tt*o  5]aII,  cA  p]at)ca  clé]b, — 

'Sbo  1]ac  tt)o  cé]b  le  £AobA]t  t;a  50T;cA]6e ! 

1  Eoghan  Mor  king  of  Munster  and  Conn  of  the  Hundred  Battles, 
who  fought  at  Magh  Lena,  A.D.  196,  are  referred  to  here. 

2  U|UjAin  *f  at)  2T)aoti.  (the  "  Stewart,")  i.e.,  ^Villiam  III.  and 
James  II.  who  fought  at  the  Boyne. 

3  This  refers  to  the  departure  of  the  northern  chieftains ;  it  were 
loathsome  to  quote  all  the  vile  arts  employed  to  drive  them  into 
exile.  The  following  extract  from  that  "hest  of  biographies,'' 
Mitchell's  Life  of  Aodh  O'Neill  will  be  found  sufficient. — Er. 

u  By  some  means  or  other,  by  anonymous  letters  and  vague  ru- 
mors, '  artful  Cecil'  succeeded  in  fixing  on  O'Neill  and  O'Donnell  a 
charge  of  treason,   to  sustain  which  there  has  not  been,   from  that 
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"  Shun  the  thought !  altho'  I'm  lorn, 

Think  not  thou  I'm  conquered  wholly  ; 
In  Gaelic  Erinn,  tho'  I  mourn 

The  groaning  guns  of  One  Unholy. 
They  burst  my  head ! — but  yet — oh  !  yet 

By  ancient  fame  I'm  still  surrounded  ; 
This  hag  of  hate  thou'lt  not  forget 

How  deep  this  grasping  hag  is  wounded 


"Xoud  and  tuneful  was  my  tone, 

In  Erinn  free,  'twas  rolling  thunder ; 
I  mind  your  combats,  Conn  and  Eoghan  ! 

Finn  and  gold  Mac  Morna's  plunder. 
Deep  in  war  I've  heard  them  far, 

And  I,  in  mist-woods,  raised  their  clangor ; 
My  heart's  keen  sword  ! — from  'neath  the  sward 

They  cannot  start  in  noble  anger  ! 

"  Sadly  then  I  spread  the  tale 

Of  chieftains'  flight  beyond  the  ocean,3 
Of  each  defeat  upon  the  Gael, 

The  Boyne  assault  and  red  commotion. 
My  wild  tones  rise  with  heroes'  cries, 

With  hissing  bullets,  hoarse,  harsh  drumming, 
Tom  my  sense  !  my  hair's  grey  since, 

For  shrieks  of  wounded  ever  coming  ! 

day  to  this,  a  tittle  of  evidence.  They  were  informed,  however, 
that  witnesses  were  to  be  hired  against  them,  and  believing  this 
highly  probable  from  the  whole  course  of  English  policy  towards 
Irishmen  |  knowing,  also,  the  rapacious  views  of  James,  and  that 
their  presence  in  the  kingdom  would  only  draw  down  heavier  mis- 
fortune on  their  poor  clansmen,  and  having,  moreover,  a  wholesome 
dread  of  juries  since  the  fate  of  the  Mac  Mahons,  they  came  to  the 
resolution  of  leaving  their  unhappy  native  country  and  seeking 
amongst  the  continental  powers,  either  arms  and  troops  to  right  the 
wrongs  of  Erinn,  or  at  least  a  place  to  end  their  own  days  in  peace. 
They  waited  not  for  the  toils  of  Chichester  to  close  round  them ; 
but  in  the  autumn  of  that  year,  (1607)  on  the  festival  of  the  Holy 
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SsiteAbAroAOfb  le  cao]  3AT)  uAbAft ! 

5o  |:u|8eAc  £A  cupful?  uA]ft  t>A  b'ACDAjóe  ? 
'S  A|C|Ti)ib  le  3U]6e  At)  ua^d, 

?V]i  r3A0l^e  fUAf  A]t  fluAj  t>a  t)5eAl-bu^6eAT) 
&t)  bA^eac  bujbe  yo  óftaóAij  1170  cjtojoe-n, 
Sa  b-alrbAc  Til  5An  ^u^eAll,  5AT)  ^AltA^e, 

S3AIP  at?  rsA°i^  't  rs^oji  at;  rsuA^, 

Le  5<\o]c  a  &-CUA75  °  cuACAjb  &ACcAi5e  ? 


3R21JNN6   2t)1)2lOL.1 

seasDSw  citoci)  mwc  tsosouwaiu  ro  ct>m 

Co|f  CAlAC-p01|tC  A|t  n^b^r), 

^  b-cjiAc  a'|*  ti)e  Art)  rjéAl ; 

<t>0  ÓeAflCAfA  30  3|ieAT)r)ATbA|t, 

2lr)  f cA^b  beAi)  c-j*é|Tb ; 

Cross,  they  embarked  in  a  vessel  that  had  lately  carried  Cuconnacht 
Mac  Guire  and  Doncha  O'Brien  to  Ireland,  and  was  then  lying  in 
Loch  Swilly.  With  The  O'Neill  went  his  wife,  the  lady  Catharina. 
and  her  three  sons,  Aodh  (who  was  called  Baron  Dungannon), 
Seaan,  and  Brian,  Akt  og,  son  of  Cormac  Mac  Baron,  Feardarcha, 
son  of  Conn,  Aodh  og,  and  others  of  his  family  and  friends.  Bory 
O'Donnell  was  attended  by  his  brother  Cathbar  and  his  sister  Xuala 
(who  had  left  her  husband,  Niall  Garv,  on  his  taking  up  aims 
against  this  chief,  her  brother  Aodh  the  Bed),  Aodh,  the  Earl's  child, 
nearly  a  year  old,  Bois,  daughter  of  The  O'Docherty,  with  her  son 
Aodh*  aged  two  years  and  three  months,  Bory's  brother's  son, 
Donnell  og,  son  of  Donnell,  Neachtan,  son  of  Calvach,  and  other 
friends : — Surely  a  distinguished  company,  and  '  it  is  certain,'  say 
the  reverend  chroniclers  of  Tyrconnell,  '  that  the  sea  has  not  borne 
and  the  wind  has  not  wafted  in  modern  times  a  number  of  persons 
in  one  ship  more  eminent,  illustrious,  or  noble  in  point  of  genealogy, 
heroic  deeds,  valour,  feats  of  arms  and  brave  achievements  than 

*  Pron.  aye,  anglicised  Hugh. 
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"  Let  us  weep  with  lowly  cry, 

Till  come  the  hour  of  light  ordained  us  ; 
Let  us  pray  the  Lamb  on  high 

To  smite  the  red  hands  which  have  chained  us  ! 
The  Yellow  Scold  who  wounds  my  heart, 

And  all  her  lying  brood  o'er  bearing ; 
Out  the  weeds,  disperse  apart 

With  northern  gales  their  seed  from  Erinn !" 


GRAINNE  MHAOL.2 

JOHN  (CLARACH)  MAC  DONNE LL  SANG. 

Lulled  by  ocean's  soft  motions, 

I  sank  to  repose 
In  a  dell  nigh  the  sea, 

Whence  methought  there  arose 

they,  would  God  had  but  permitted  them,'  continue  the  Four  Masters, 
to  remain  in  their  patrimonial  inheritances  until  their  children  should 
arrive  at  the  age  of  manhood  !  Woe  to  the  heart  that  meditated — 
woe  to  the  mind  that  conceived — woe  to  the  council  that  recom- 
mended the  project  of  this  expedition,  without  knowing  whether 
they  should  to  the  end  of  their  lives  be  able  to  return  to  their 
ancient  principalities  and  Fatherland."  With  gloomy  looks  and 
sad  forebodings  the  clansmen  of  Tyrconnell  gazed  upon  that  fatal 
ship,  '  built  in  th'  eclipse  and  rigged  with  curses  dark,'  as  she  dropped 
down  Loch  Swilly,  and  was  hidden  behind  the  cliffs  of  Fanad  head. 
They  never  saw  their  chieftains  more." 

1  5n&int)e  2T)h>ol.  This  is  the  celebrated  Grace  O'Malley,  by 
whom  the  poet  allegorically  means  Ireland,  and  who  appeared  in 
her  Connaught  costume,  attended  by  her  bodyguard,  before  Queen 
Elizabeth ;  of  which  interview  an  interesting  account  will  be  found 
in  the  Anthologia  Hibernica,  vols.  2  and  3 ;  and  a  good  setting  of  the 
air  will  be  found  at  p.  99,  vol.  II.  of  O'Farrell's  Irish  Music. — 

j.  cm 

2  Pronounced  "  Grannya,"  or  Grannia  wale,  i.e.  Grannia  the 
humble.  Under  this  name  Erinn  is  veiled,  in  the  present  and 
numerous  other  poems. — Er. 
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&  lea,bA]fi-£olc  Aft  bAill]-c|t|c, 
Mo  3|tA]t)t)e  2t)bAoU 

U|CC^m  Otter  A  A1D51|l  TT)]l|r, 
^•'f  A]Cf1jf  50  CA|tCAT)r)AC, 

<Dob'  fiA^bce  béjl; 
"LAb<\,|jt|*i  30  blArbA  \\x)\)> 

'Sir  peift&e  to©» 
21t)  b-puil  At)  leAt)b  ceA]tc, 

3V  &-c<vjtt)5AifieACt  cuti)  5bt*Aft)t)e  2t)bAol  ? 


3eAll<viro  bu^c  a  ÓAjtAÓ  8^1, 

'S  tt)0  lArb  i)A  6é]5 ; 
5u|i  jiAbAbAft  t)A  rS^^Ail, 

'S  5U|t  AftbA  At)  rp^lT1  J 
5ac  r^A|t|tAi|te  cA  le  pAbA  'tDu]c, 

pAO]  lAri)AC  t)A  b-pl^Ajt ; 
3o  b-pu^l  a  b-rAirciol  r^b  a  xt)-h&]\ze  pu]|tc> 

C\)utt)  3b^lt)t)e  2t)bAol  •' 


)r  &  be^|t  At)  r^ólVjt)  50  ceól-bítW, 

2l]t  bAftjt  t)A  5-cjtAob ; 
3w]t  cójjt  &jb  5AI)  fio  tbo]ll, 

Bbújt  b-cAcloqóe  sl^^r ; 
Bíoc  có| ft  Tjjtojbe  A]t  bújt  5-corrqóe, 

Cburt}  cjiAcc  a  5-céit), 
3o  b-^ujl  beojtuibe  Ajt  lóirqt), 

2I5  5ftA]t>t)e  2t)b<*ol ! 

1  An  ancient  name  of  Ireland. 
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A  nymph  whose  bright  locks 
To  the  ripples  down  fell, 

And  I  bowed  before  Banba1 
Or — Grainne  Mhaol! 


"  I  pray  thee,  0  virgin  ! 

Fair,  faultless,  and  bright, 
In  thy  honey  tones  sing  us 

The  Song  of  the  Right, 
Comes  the  youth,  oft  foretold  us 

In  story  and  tale, 
With  his  warrior-battalions 

To  Grainne  Mhaol." 


"  Behold,  0  true  friend ! 

I  here  pledge  thee  my  hand, 
To  the  heights  of  the  sky 

Rise  the  clouds  of  thy  Land ; 
And  the  Gallant  and  Brave 

Who  long  exile  bewail, 
Cross  the  ridges  of  ocean 

To  Grainne  Mhaol  ! 


"  Thus  the  brown  tuneful  thrush2 

On  the  wavy  green  bough, 
Ever  carols  ;  *  Prepare 

With  your  bright  trappings  now, 
For  a  steed  to  your  shores 

Boundeth  swift  as  the  gale, 
And  seeks  for  a  shelter 

From  Grainne  Mhaol  !' 


2  This,  I  think,  is  a  name  under  which  one  of  the  Stuart  exile,s 
the  worthless  son  of  a  worthless  race  of  kings,  was  known  by,  as 
well  as  by  that  of  the  "  black-bird." — Er. 
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&  úft-ti?ic  b  puUi?3  r5j u| fife, 

«^5U|*  p&if*  i)&ft  b-caob  ; 
"C^b^ut  coi?5i)AÓ  b'&|x  b-p|i]or)t)r<v, 

2lr>r)f  5<xc  be&|ijir)A|r)  6405*1 1, 
Cui|i  curupUcc  i?<v  S<x5fAr), 

2lfi  £45*1)  curt?  fléjb, 
'S  CAb<x^fi  úr>p<X|fic  <v  5-corb5ftAC 

í)o  3bp*Mwe  2t)b*°l ! 

2lfi  pí\i)  bo  cléijt ; 

<D*  5"CA}ICA  Art}<\C  pAOJ  bAfljlA  Cl)0C, 

'S<m?  Ajtb  5ac  plé]b  ; 
fe&]i\i*co]r)  <x  tD-bAjlce  pojjtc, 

'S<v  T)-&]Cft]b  oaoóaI  ; 
3V  b-peA|tAr)TjA]b  A5  SA5f<vi}*i5, 

5ap  cajt)  t>*  t)-fe^i5  ! 

T^ív  í)i<X|in?uib  b&  c]^pA6 

215  lAflbÚfl  5^t)  1A|t]tAC, 

)x  é  beijt  5*6  pjAjtbA  'co  rr}&  i*jijt<vib, 

Hac  pul&jfi  bó]b  6 ; 
3o  Tt}-be]6  iA]t]*rt?A8  pAr>  n)-blj<\5A]r)  j-eo, 

&  ftp-file  b'fíop-ijhiilj 

Cb&jiftcA]5  ciiéi^ ; 
'N*  b-pu^I  e^e^cc  'p  Tt^ílfeAcc, 

"Ab  |i<v]óce  bé]l ; 
^D  T*Í5  Tit»  bo  f íol  Ssojc, 

OV  p&r^ir  r^i^ 

^Afi  c^ojbe  b&  b-qocpAÓ, 
B^  b|ieí^5  bo  péjn?. 
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"  0  Divine  Son  of  suffering 

Be  our  aid  in  this  war, 
Let  the  base-hearted  tyrants 

Be  driven  afar, 
Be  the  shield  of  our  prince 

In  the  red  bearna  baoghail,1 
Till  fallen  the  rivals 

Of  Grainne  Mhaol  ! 

"  How  long,  0  Most  High ! 

Shall  thy  priests  have  to  crave 
Their  protection  from  glenn 

And  the  bleak  mountain  cave, 
How  long  shall  the  mansions 

And  lands  of  the  Gael, 
Be  the  Spoil  of  the  Spoilers 

Of  Grainne  Mhaol  ? 

M  And  Diarmuid  is  tortured, 

And  small  be  his  blame, 
That  we  droop  without  glory 

Or  honor. r  or  fame, 
And  each  peasant  mutters 

Did  we  try  we'd  prevail, 
And  the  Saxons  should  burden  not 

Sweet  Grainne  Mhaol  ! 

"True  bard  of  Clann  Carrtha, 

The  pow'rful  of  yore, 
What  pleasure  shall  thrill  thee 

Should  he  tread  our  shore, 
Who  like  us  has  descent 

From  the  sires  of  the  Gael, 
0,  thy  songs  they'd  be  pceans 

For  Grainne  Mhaol." 


1  Pronounced  "  barna  baile,"  the  "  gap  of  danger.' 
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St)JOS    C\)0)S   N2t    T^KalSt)^.1 

'Ca'u  pAOileAt)  ÓeAf  rbr)A ; 

Jrí  3M  irl  rit>t>e, 

Jj*  í  plúfi  tja  ti7-b<M)  m-bjteaj  ! 

Jf*  }   A1)  CflAob  CÚbAfltA  3AT)  C'<\]TX), 

MA|t  ca^II  |t]<xrb  ^  bl&c; 

'S5U11  a  t>5<xo|6e]l5e  bo  lé]5^|t)r>fe, 

^ftéjce  t;a  rt)r)A. 

<Do  3eAbA]T)n  50  leóft, 

Luce  riobAjTje  '5ur  f  fioll ; 

21  n)-bei6'  j^rwioe  Aft  a  TT)éAfiA]b 

'S  péA]ilu^6e  b|te^5  6]  ft  I 

V\)  h^ob  be^c  rr)0  5006, 
2icc  bjocfA,  mo  rxoft ! 
'S  50  riubAl|:<MT)T)  leAc  6]|ie, 

S  At)  CA0b  CaII  &o't)  K6]Tt)  ! 

<t)o  b'peAfi|i  l]ort)  tja  bó, 
'S  t)<v  lA]]t  &o  bejÓeAÓ  65; 
5o  n7-be|8]or)re   3ur  rr/ATWfAcc, 
21  r^leArjt)  collie  aji  Tjeójr; ! 

Jf  cao^t)  crjeAfbA  cójft, 
í)o  TT)eAll]:A]t)t)  ua]C  P05; 
21  jieilceAT)  3<vi)  cat)!)cIacc, 

'S   A  CO5A  TJA  Tt?-bAt)  65. 

1  This  song  was  composed  by  a  gentleman  named  Christopher 
Conway,  who  resided  at  Tighnahalla,  literally,  the  house  of  the 
swan,  on  the  borders  of  the  river  Loun,  in  the  parish  of  Kilorglin, 
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DOWN  BY  THE  STBAND. 

Down  by  the  strand 
Lives  a  young  maid  so  bland, 
The  fairest — the  rarest — 
The  Flower  of  the  Land ! 

She's  a  bough  of  perfume 
Of  fadingless  bloom ! 
Tis  my  glory  her  story 
And  deeds  to  illume. 


Dames  I  might  wed 
Who've  pearls  round  the  head, 
And  such  as  have  riches 
And  robes  of  silk  thread, 

But  my  heart  nevermore 
Could  be  theirs,  0  mo  stor! 
With  thee,  love,  I'd  flee,  love, 
To  Italy's  shore ! 

I'd  rather  than  kine 
Or  that  steeds  should  be  mine 
In  some  valley  to  dally 
Where  leafy  boughs  twine, 

For  a  kiss  that  ne'er  fades 

I'd  steal  in  those  glades, 

From  the  white  star,  the  bright  star, 

The  choice  of  fair  maids  ! 

county  of  Kerry,  in  praise  of  his  wife  Ellen  McCarthy,  one  of  the 
two  daughters  of  McCarthy  Mor.  The  other  daughter  was  married 
to  the  great  grandfather  of  the  present  O'Donohue,  M.P. — J.  Q'D. 
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Cftoióe  criAjóce  curry  3AC  aotj, 
Cbujft  i)Ajne  0|tufi)t)  atiaot) ; 
'S  bubajTic  50  ft*  oat*  pAfftteAC, 
X.e  bivb<xt)  t)a  5-cnAob  ! 

Ca  ^|of  A3  <vtj  r*°3*l> 
Haft  óeAftT)AÓ  T1!*")  1^1» 
2t)Aft  a  b-pó5j:<viT)T)  le  3ft&&  f, 
•         Hó  5&ifte  3AT)  cIaot) ! 

i.e  beAb^b  curt)  tf3e  <Dé  ; 

2ict  T)u<x]ft  t*rr;uAiT)^ri)  Aft  at)  Afc, 

21  TT)-bjóeAT)r)  5ft&b  jeAl  rrjo  cléjb. 

/Ca5ao  optxvb  At)t)  trjo  CAob, 
H<vc  léfjjfffíeAft  lerr/  f  ao^aI, 

U6  !    A  ÚbAflfT)  A'f  AT)T)r*ACC, 

^IT1  Tr  rSA01l  AT1  "?°  P^f  t>o ! 
)X  iDfqb  bArr»  ctiacc, 

^Vft  fAOCAft  &0  lAlT)A  ; 

'S  Ati  ^eAOAf*  rr)A]t  bo  t^rrjobcA, 
Le  caoI  peArrrj  Ab  Iajtí) ! 

Fatjaitji)  leAc  bo'r)  SpA|t)T), 

«Do'r)  pbpAftJC,  t;ó't>  joccAfl, 

Ho  pAOf  5leAr)r)CA  A5  béAtjab  lfor;bufbe, 

'S  T)AC  CAT)t)clAC  é  AT)  SftAÓ  ! 

Hi  í  2t)ÁjTie  cÁjrr;  a  jiaÓ, 
Ha  aot)  TjeAc  bA  tt;t)a; 

2lcc  péATllAÓ  At)  CU|l  CflA0bAf5, 

T^a  cAft  é]f  Ttjo  cnofóe  cftAÓ  ! 

'S  3UT1  b'é  3l6n  bipt>  a  Cfw, 
€bu3  t)A  TiójTJce  5't)  l]t)3 ; 
Tf)u5  cTiop-pufc  ó  ceo-coojc, 
'S  ai;  f rr;6]t]tp  5  cjtAjr)t). 
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Sad,  sad  hearts  to  those 
Whose  scandalous  gloze 
Would  blame  us  or  shame  us, 
FlowV,  pure  as  the  snows  I 

0  baban1  of  the  curls  ! 
Those  dear  little  pearls 
Thy  kisses — all  this  is 
But  light  mirth,  the  churls  3 

As  I  speed  thro1  the  dells 
When  ring  the  mass  bells, 
My  thoughts  wander  still  fonder 
Where  my  bosom  love  dwells, 

And  sighs  fill  my  breast 

So  lone,  so  unblest, 

Then,  ah,  dower  me,  my  flower ! 

My  wee  apple !  with  rest. 

1  must  sing  the  fair  grace 
Of  each  pen-stroke  and  trace 
On  paper — thy  taper 
White  finger  can  place. 

Fd  muse  sadly  with  thee 
In  dim  glenns,  or  the  sea 
We'd  sail  over — with  thy  lover 
0  wilt  thou  not  flee  ? 

My  Pearl  of  gold  curls, 
My  Choice  of  all  girls, 
0  Mary  ! — how  dreary 
My  life's  flag  unfurls. 

Ah  !  thy  soft  voice  of  glee 
Makes  seals  leave  the  sea, 
And  the  dun  deer  to  run  here, 
And  the  thrush  quit  the  tree ! 

'   Pronounced  "  babaim"  which  means  " little  babe"  ;  one  of  the 
many  endearing  diminutives  so  common  in  Irish. 
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)X  h-\x)\)e  í  tja't)  cuac  ; 
'Sir  b|te&5c<x  í  tja  Bb&Wr 
Cbu]|t  céAbcA  curt?  t*u^1t)  • 

H]  beAi)  ho  b]AÓ  uATtr;, 

21  rt)-bei8'  aóatica  ati  A  buAjb; 

2lcc  ité^lcpp  C]ujt)  béAfAc, 

Na  TT)-bTl|ACTlA  caoi«)  fUA1]tC  ! 

H\  pófpAb  50  beó,1 
Buac*]U  qge  roo^Ti; 
peATi  5l<vrjcA  t)a  f5eAT}t}Ar 
'3ur  leACA]£ce  at)  bójttb  I 

2lcc  póf pAb  rno  tiója, 
)f  é  At)  buACAiUjo  ¥]OX)V> 
<Do  c|teAbc<\6  at)  bji<\T)<\Ti, 
'S  bAitrpeAb  at)  Tb6]r>. 

Jf  rr;ATri5  bo  bíÓeAtrr)2 

T^AO}   CAflCAffT)e  A5  TT)T)AO| 

'S  5AI}  eATlftAÓ  ATI  AT)  b-CAlATT^ 

)r  rrjeAfA  ior)&  Í- 

N]   If  A  éAT)  AT»  AT)  J-CllAOjb 

Ma  cIaot)3  jot)a  cfao|8e, 

'S5UTI  b']  Tl]T)  AT)  peACAÓ 

Cb»m  ^atis  ATt  Ct)KJOSÍ) ! 


1  Here  the  lady  indicates  that  she  will  not  wed  her  lover:  and 
further  lessens  his  position  by  contrasting  him  with  a  servant  or 
menial  in  the  establishment. — J.  O'D. 

2  Here  the  bachelor  replies. 

*  In  other  copies  euft  cato,  literally,  a  crooked  turn,  deceit,  &c. 
—J.  O'D. 
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More  sweet  thou  dost  sing 
Than  cuckoos  in  spring, 
Thou'rt  brighter  and  whiter 
Than  the  fays  poets  sing ! 

I  care  not  to  gain 
Horned  beeves  and  broad  plain, 
My  own  love — my  lone  love 
Is  the  star  without  stain  ! 

"  1  never  will  wed4 
With  a  man  who  is  bred 
As  a  flunkey, — poor  monkey 
Put  that  from  your  head, 

But  my  choice  will  be  seen, 

A  fair  buachailinb 

Who'll  plough  land,  and  bowl,6  and 

Have  a  heart  for  the  Green  !" 


"  Och,  woeful  in  sooth 
Is  the  fate  of  each  youth 
Who  hopes  for  or  mopes  for 
A  young  maiden's  truth  ; 

Fewer  birds  fly  or  rest 
Than  whimsies  her  breast 
Encumber, — their  number 
Would  anger  the  Bless'd  1" 

4  It  is  to  be  presumed  that  the  foregoing  poem  did  service  as  a 
serenade  ;  we  may  suppose  the  damsel  opened  her  rustic  casement  to 
give  this  answer  to  the  distasteful  suitor.  The  contrast  between 
his  sentiments,  before  and  after  the  unfavorable  response,  is  amusing 
in  the  extreme. — Eb. 

5  Pronounced  "  bohilleen,"  a  young  boy. 
•  A  popular  manly  sport. 
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SljSlBt)   N2i    2Q-B2ÍN.1 

)X  *oc  lion?  v&}\)\&  buAUó  At)  Ue  úb, 

<Do  6ul  aji  5Ao6a^I  bocc  a'j*  tja  céAbcA  fl<xb  ; 

2t)A|t  CA  1)A  TT)é||tl]6  A^  béAT)ÁÓ  ^tftf^  &jr)T), 

<t)A  jiaÓ  t)AC  aot)  tJ'jó  leó  pike  tja  fleAJ  : 
Wjojt  cá^i)15  Á|t  Major  a  b-cúf  At?  lAe  cújajtw, 

21* f  tn  TtAOATDAfi  £éit>  *i)i)  a  5-c6||t  x)'<\  5-ce<\jtc, 
2lcc  Tt)A|t  feólf u]8e  AOi&eAjiAcc  bó  5AT)  <\o6Aijte, 

2ijt  cAob  i)A  Sfié^e  bo  Sb^l^b  tja  to-Bat)! 


2t)o  leur)  lé]|t  aji  At)  bfteArt)  ^at)  éjtreACc, 

WAjt  ^at)  le  £éi|t|rr)  a'|*  ojóce  rxAb; 
3o  n)-b]AÓ  &|u]cí6e  <Dé]feAC2  a'f  lAftÚA^ft  6]jteAi;i), 

2I5  c|í^aII  le  cé]le  ó'tj  cjfi  a  i)-beAf : 
<Do  be|é  Ajt  3-cAnrpuiÓe  béArjcAle  f  ófif  A]£e  cjiéArjA, 

BjaÓ  corbt)A6  <t)é  \]t)X)  Y*V  C"TA0151^  AT*  £*&> 
2t'f  17=)  Óíol^AÓ  rnéjjtleAC  bo  tbu]t)cfTi  Néjll  rimj, 

2lcc  buAÓpA|6e  ai>  <S'^«y  l^g  Ap SbM^  0*  "J-Bao  í 


l  SM<xb  ija  TD-bAtj,  literally  the  mountain  of  the  women ;  a  ro- 
mantic hill  situated  about  four  miles  north-west  of  Clonmel,  on  Ihe 
road  leading  to  Kilkenny,  where  the  insurgents  met  in  1798.  For 
the  legends  connected  with  this  mountain,  and  why  it  is  called 
SljAb  t)A  rn-bAtj,  see  an  interesting  paper  on  the  Fenian  Traditions 
thereof,  by  Mr.  John  Dunne  of  Garryricken,  published  in  the 
Transactions  of  the  Kilkenny  Archaeological  Society  for  1851,  p. 
333.— J.  O'D. 
'  2  t)éjre>AC,  the  Decies  in  Waterford. 

*  In  the  original,  "  no  spy  of  the  House  of  -Neill  should  sell  us ;" 
this  refers  to  a  miserable  traitor  named  Neill,  who,  it  was  said,  be- 
trayed a  party  of  the  Insurgents.  He  received  a  pension  for  the 
perfidy,  gold  for  blood,  renounced  God  for  Mammon,  and  attempted 
to  retire  into  some  place  where  he  would  not  be  known.     He  fled 
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SLIAV-NA-MAN. 

A   BALLAD    OF   '98. 

Air  :'■ — "  Not  more  welcome  the  fairy  numbers.11 

"Weep  the  Great  Departed — the  Patriot-hearted  ! 

With  life  they  parted  for  Ireland's  right ; 
To  them  give  glory,  while  tyrants  gory 

Spread  the  false  story,  "  they  fled  in  fright." 
0,  'twas  small,  our  terror  !  we  fell  to  Error, 

No  chiefs  there  were  or  an  ordered  van ; 
Yet  when  came  war's  rattle  we  fled  not  battle, 

Tho'  like  herdless  cattle  on  Sliav-na-  man ! 


May  the  grief  each  ray  'shuns  curse  their  impatience 

Who  did  haste  our  Nation's  uprise  from  night, 
Ere  the  South  could  gather  its  clanns  together, 

And  on  this  heather  with  the  West  unite. 
Ouf  camp  had  warriors! — Ay  Freedom's  barriers ! 

The  God-sent  carriers  of  Slav'ry's  ban  ! 
0,  no  spy  had  found  them3 — no  fetter  bound  them, 

WVd  be  freed  men  round  them  on  Sliav-na-man  ! 


to  the  county  Cork,  but  with  him  went  a  terrible  avenger,  his  own 
conscience.  The  country  people  speak  of  him  yet  ;  he  never  could 
be  at  rest,  and  feared  to  be  alone ;  he  thrust  his  companionship  on 
those  he  knew  loathed,  spurned,  and  insulted  him,  for  he  dreaded 
worse  than  all  scorns  to  be  left  alone.  They  report  a  significant 
speech  of  his.  It  happened  as  he  was  travelling  on  horseback,  with 
one  of  themselves,  that  his  horse  stumbled  and  threw  him.  On 
lifting  him  he  was  remarked  to  be  more  wan  and  terror-struck  than 
could  be  accounted  for  by  the  fall ;  and  his  comrade,  looking  at  his 
wild,  fearful  eyes,  heard  him  mutter  : — "  "Ni  r5A|tAnn  At)  SjAbAl 
TMAtb  liomfA."  "  The  Devil  never  parts  from  me."  The  people 
are  very  cautious  not  to  intermarry  with  any  of  his  or  any  other 
traitor's  descendants. — Er. 
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)X  é  Hot/  bo  b|teo]8,  aY  bo  cIaot,ó'  50  bed  pfDfli 

2t)Aft  aji  ]:u|3eAÓ  TTjóft  cu]b  b]x)\)  note  1*3  J 
LeAt)bA]Óe  03A  t)a  t/ttjóI  at)T)  bójce, 

2Tp  at)  rbé]b  b'^AT)  beó  ójob  cojt/  cIaÓ  t)6  fSAjftc  : 
3^^Ua]tt)  t;ót/  b]b  at)  cé  rn,T)  at)  t;óóIa, 

3o  nj-biAOATt)  a  5-coiji  80  le  pike  a'?/  fleA?;, 
21 Y  30  5-cu|jii;eATT>  yeomen  A5  ttjút)  t)A  n)-b|tó5A, 

2I5  bjol  a  s-cÓTpAiii  leó  Aft  SbM^b  t)A  ttt-Bat)  ! 


)x  iott)6a  t;eATt  AOfbA  a'j*  cttobAiite  5lél5e*l> 

O't)  att)  50  céjle  bo  3AbAb  le  ]*eAl ; 
'NAb-tru^lcóitbui^ecAolA  A5  bu.AT.plúcAT^éASbíob, 

21  \)-bO]X)X]vi]V  ÓAOfiA  30  bo|ri)|t)  pAoj  gUp : 


1  Unfortunately,  this  is  no  exaggerated  picture  of  the  accurst 
ferocity  of  the  brutal  and  dastardly  soldiery  of  England.  I  abridge 
an  account  of  the  battle  of  New  Ross,  by  an  impartial  loyalist  (see 
"  History  of  the  Irish  Rebellion  of  '98,"  by  E.  Hay,  M.R.I.A.). 
The  reader  will  perceive  that  this  battle  is  more  than  once  referred 
to  in  the  poems  of  that  period.  From  first  to  last  it  illustrates  the 
abuses  and  heartless  cruelty  of  a  standing  army. — Er. 

"  The  commander-in-chief  of  the  Insurgents  sent  a  Mr.  Furlong 
with  a.  flag  of  truce  to  the  commanding  officer  in  Ross,  with  a  sum- 
mons requesting  him  in  the  name  of  humanity,  to  prevent  possible 
rapine  and  bloodshed  by  a  speedy  surrender,  as  the  Wexford  forces 
were  now  innumerable  and  irresistible.  The  bearer  of  the  flag  of 
truce  was  shot  the  moment  he  approached.  By  some  mistake  one 
division  alone  attacked  the  town,  and  even  it  was  incomplete  :  yet 
the  Insurgents,  though  without  plan,  dislodged  the  garrison  from 
their  advantageous  posts,  and  drove  horse  and  foot  out  of  the  town, 
over  the  Barrow  bridge  The  Irish  (who  had  been  on  short  fare  for 
the  preceding  days  and  had  had  nothing  this  morning)  dispersed  to 
plunder  and  drink.  The  English,  however,  rally  and  regain  the 
town.  Sobered  by  this  the  Insurgents  rush  again  and  again  up  to 
the  very  cannon's  mouth  with  remarkable  intrepidity,  and  chase 
the  enemy  out  of  the  place.  Again,  however,  in  lieu  of  aught  else 
to  appease  the  cravings  of  hunger,  they  renew  their  carouses,  (and 
it  is  a  medical  fact  that  the  amount  of  whiskey  which  would  have 
no  inebriating  effect  on  a  well-fed  man,  will  intoxicate  a  hungry 


OF    MUNSTER.  107 

Tho'  at  Ross  defeated,  few,  few  retreated, 

Death  comes — they  meet  it  with  thrust  of  pike  ! 
Then  were  dragged  the  dying,  and  poor  babes  crying, 

The  flames  to  lie  in1  from  ditch  and  dyke : 
Te  who  wreakt  this  slaughter,  for  the  crimes  you  wrought 
there 

We  swear — like  water  your  blood  shall  run, 
Yet — savage  yeomen,  of  Hell  an  omen, 

We'll  meet  ye,  foemen,  on  Sliav-na-man  ! 


Ah  !  many  an  old  man  and  star-bright  bold  man, 
Who  long  did  hold  on  to  free  their  Isle, 

Lie  pale  and  markless,  in  deathy  starkness, 
Bound  down  in  darkness  of  dungeons  vile. 


one),  so  that  of  the  famished  Irish  many  became  speedily  inebriated 
and  unable  to  repulse  the  enemy,  who  reconquered  the  town. 
Several  houses  were  fired  on  this  and  the  former  attack,  especially 
a  four-storied  one,  in  which  seventy-Jive  persons  were  burnt  to  ashes, 
one  man  only  escaping  the  soldiers'  fire.  The  Insurgents  made  a 
third  gallant  attempt,  but  their  intrepid  leader  (O'Kelly)  fell,  and 
they  retreated,  bearing  away,  however,  a  piece  of  the  enemy's  can- 
non. The  official  list  gives  230  English  as  killed,  wounded,  or 
missing,  whilst  the  Insurgents  are  stated  to  have  lost  500  at  least. 
But  the  number  of  their  dead  was  doubled  by  the  massacre  of  un- 
armed and  unresisting  men  after  all  was  over.  Many  drunken  men, 
incapable  of  flight,  many  (loyal)  inhabitants,  whose  houses  being 
burnt  had  no  place  of  refuge,  fell  victims  to  the  fury  of  the  soldiery, 
from  which  none  could  escape  who  were  not  clad  in  military  costume. 
Even  the  following  day  the  few  unburnt  thatch  houses  of  the  com- 
mon people  were  searched,  and  not  one  there  found  was  left  alive  ! 
Some  houses  were  set  on  fire  even  so  thronged  that  the  corpses  of  the 
suffocated  within  them  could  not  fall  to  the  ground,  but  continued  crowded 
together  in  an  upright  posture,  until  they  were  taken  out  to  be  interred."1 
Atrocious  and  demoniacal  as  these  deeds  were  on  the  parts  of  civi- 
lized England's  (!)  soldiery,  the  reader  will  find  other  crimes  per- 
petrated by  them,  a  thousand  times  more  horrible,  if  he  refer  to  that 
impartial  little  book.  He  will  find,  also,  frank  testimony  borne  to 
the  humanity  of  the  Insurgents  during  the  whole  war. 
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^&pb^MS6  C<X0D  le<>  W&  leótbcA  yrt)é]b  ojt|tA, 
<Do  béArj^AÓ  plé  66]b  a  b-cí|t  cajx  leAft ; 

<Da  Í5-CAb<\f|tC  fA0|1  6  t>A  T)^rb<vib  3AT)  b<SOÓCUf, 
21  T)-An?  At)  t-f  aoca]ji  Aft  Sbl^b  1}A  ii)-Bai) ! 

'Cá't)  'Pjkvtwcac  jfAobjtAC  'x&  lojt^eAf  5ÍéAfCA, 

Le  CfiAt)t)A]b  5éA|tA  Ajt  Ti)u]|t  le  y eAl ; 
Jf  é  fíojt  r5&AlA  50  b-pu^l  a  b-t|^All  50  \)-Q>]]Ke, 

%X  3°  3-cu|^i^7t>  5AOÓA1I  bo^cc  ajiíj*  da  5-ceAjit  : 
<t)<v  TtjAÓ  6ó]C  1]otií  y&]v  50  nrpíoft  at)  f  5&aI  T11?  > 

Bbe^c  Tt?o  6fio|6e  córb  b-éAbcjtort)  le  lop  Aft  i)eAb, 
3o  n)-b]AÓ  cl<\0|6  A]t  rbéi|tl^Ó  |»aij  AÓa-jtc  b&  ^be, 

2l]t  CAob  t)A  5|iéit)e  bo  SbljAb  t)A  t^-Bai)  ! 

Dá  t)A  cóbA^5  A5  ]A|i|iAi6  eolA]f, 

Cá't)  Ajmf  ^t  05  V^t)  CAbA]|i  A5  ceAcc ; 
21 0  cé  rbeill  i?a  stjóóca  if*  é  \e^YVeAV  V°V  1AÍ5> 

21' |*  t)í  6]oIj:atu  |:eo]|il]T)5  leo,  c]oy  t)Á  ntAic  : 
P^ofA  c'|iÓTr)T)eAc  ad  cuib  -\y  tdo  6e, 

Luac  eift]c  bó  \)ó  ceA^lA^j  beAf, 
Be^b  ]tAfr)ce  aji  bó|Cfte  a'j»  fojllfe  6á  ^bój  '^uitjtj, 

Be^ó  ii7e]6||t  a'f  n)óftcAf  A|t  SbllAb  da  td-Bau  ! 
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There,  eve  and  morning,  they  bear  all  scorning. 
Threats,  lashes,  mourning,  that  their  tyrants  plan ; 

We'll  pay,  soon,  your  labours,  0  coward  neighbours ! 
With  our  trusty  sabres  on  Sliav-na-man  ! 

For  on  the  ocean  are  ships  in  motion, 

And  glad  devotion  on  France's  shore, 
And  rumor's  telling  :  "  They'll  now  be  sailing 

To  help  the  Gael  in  the  Right  once  more." 
Och  !  if  true's  that  story,  -by  my  hopes  of  glory, 

Like  the  glad  bird  o'er  me  I'd  lilt  my  rann  /l 
Were  the  Robber  routed !  the  Saxon  flouted  ! 

How  we  would  shout  it,  old  Sliav-na-man  ! 

Ho !  the  clowns  are  quaking  and  counsel  taking, 

Good  times2  are  making  their  firm  approach, 
When  those  who  weakly  still  preach  "  bear  meekly," 

Will  mourn  all  bleakly  in  dark  reproach  ! 
While  gold  and  chattel,  broad  lands  and  cattle 

Pay  them  whose  battle  made  Freedom  dawn, 
And  way-side  dances  our  joy  enhances, 

With  the  gold  fire-glances  o'er  Sliav-na-man  ! 

1  RAnn,  a  paean,  a  song  of  joy. 

2  ?l]n)r|Ti  05,  literally,  Young  Time. 
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21 T1  ^'^iftsíó  óattj  Aft  Tidbit}, 
0?t|Al)  AT)  C-fATTJftAO  A5  cAjcrjeArb, 
C1}UaIa6  At)  UA^ll  &'á  CAf  AÓ, 

2l5Uf  ceol  b]i;t)  t;a  t)-6at;  ! 
B|tO]c  a't1  nríolcA  A5  seAfiftA, 
CfteAbA|fi  t)A.  T)5obA  ^a&a, 
puAjrr;  A3  ai)  n?AC  aIUó, 

STf  UrbAC  5ur;A|óe  cpéAr;! 
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JOHN  O'DWYER  OF  THE  GLEN. 

Mr.  Hardimax,  in  his  Irish  Minstrelsey  (Vol.  2,  p.  149)  says  that 
the  hero  of  this  song  was  Colonel  John  O'Dwyer,  a  distinguished 
officer  who  commanded  in  the  counties  of  Waterford  and  Tipperary 
in  1651,  and  soon  after  embarked  at  the  former  port  with  500  of 
his  faithful  followers  for  Spain. 

Notwithstanding  Mr.  Hardiman's  authority  as  to  the  identification 
of  the  hero  of  the  song  in  question,  some  doubts  may  be  entertained 
from  the  fact  of  another  Shane  O'Dwyer  turning  up  recently  in  a 
learned  paper  on  the  Minister  Bards,  published  in  the  Ulster  Journal 
of  Arch&ology,  for  April,  where  the  writer  introduces  a  quotation  from 
a  jury  presentment  made  in  the  county  of  Cork  in  Nov.  1584,  and 
preserved  in  the  Carew  MSS.,  (No.  627),  deposited  in  the  British  Mu- 
seum, showing  how  the  Earl  of  Desmond's  rents  were  paid,  and  giving 
the  names  of  no  fewer  than  72  persons  who  were  living  as  "  poets, 
chroniclers,  and  rhymers,  in  that  country."  Among  the  rest  men- 
tion is  made  of  one  "  Shane  O'Dwyrer,  chronicler  de  Aharlagh," 
which  must  be  the  Glen  of  Aherlow,  near  Bansha,  in  the  county 
of  Tipperary  ;  and  not  "  Arlo  forest,  celebrated  by  Spenser,"  as  the 
writer  suspects. 

This  Shane  O'Dwyrer,  recte  O'Dwyer,  evidently  must  be  the 
author  or  hero  of  the  song,  and  not  Mr.  Hardiman's  Colonel  John 
O'Dwyer.  It  is  a  curious  fact  that  among  the  names  of  the  72 
bards  quoted,  there  appears  that  of  "  Mary-ny-Donoghue,  a  she- 
barde,  and  Mary-ny-Clancye,  a  rimer."  So  that  the  bardic  pro- 
fession was  not  entirely  confined  to  the  males  among  the  ancient 
Irish — the  females  having  had  their  inspiration  too. 

Towards  the  close  of  the  last  century  a  very  clever  "rimer" 
appeared  in  the  person  of  2t)&]fte  "Ni  t)hono5&jn,  who  resided  some- 
where near  Knockbee,  in  the  parish  of  Sliabh  g-Cua,  and  whose  poetic 
effusions  are  traditionally  preserved  in  the  district — J.  O'D. 

I've  seen,  full  many  a  May-time, 
Suns  lead  on  the  day-time, 
Horns  ring  in  that  gay  time 

With  birds'  mellow  call, 
Badgers  flee  before  us, 
Wood-cocks  startle  o'er  us, 
Guns  make  pleasant  chorus 

Amid  the  echoes  all, 
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2t)jle  l|ú  as  iuajicajs, 

2l'f  beAt)  50  bubAc  Y*TJ  rt^-beaUc, 

2I5  AjjteArb  a  cujb  5é], 
'No^f  ca'i)  co]ll  bA  5eA|t|t<x, 
'Cft1<\ll£Art?AOjb  cA]t  caIac, 
'S  a  Sbe^Ap)  Uí  ^bujbijt  At)  3bleAT?i}A, 

*Ca  cú  5AT)  jiéjrt) ! 

)r  é  riT)  ")'uA]5DeÁr  jíAbA, 

ScAC  Tt)0  clll<\f  b'Á  TjeAftflA, 
%X)  5AOC  A  b-CUA^5  Arí?'  I^aca, 
'SaI)  bÁf  At)t)f  Al)  fp^lf1  • 

2t)o  5AbAl|t^T)  finite  b'Á  ceAt>5Al, 
5<*t>  ceAb  lúc  i)A  Ajj'bí^eAcc, 
^o  OA^peAÓ  5fuiAirt?  be't)  leAt)b, 

21  ToeÁóor)  5|i  At)  lAe  : — 
Cfto]6e  t)a  b-uAifle  A]t  At)  3-CAfiji<\]5, 
5°  ceÁcp|i^c,  buACAC,  beAt)t)AC, 

<Do  CfOCpAÓ  fllAf  A]t  A^JO!)!), 

3o  Iá  6e]|ie  At)  c-f  Ao^e^l ! 
'S  bÁ  b-pA^A^t)-^  ^uAirb^eAf  cArrjAll, 
O  ÓAOji^e  uA]|*le  At)  bA^le ; 
<Do  ctiiAllpAir)t)  ^éjt)  &V-  3b^1^10í 

'S  b^a^A^i)  at;  t5lé1?  •' 

T^A^b  ^eA|tA]f)r)  5leAt)t)A  At)  c-ffiucA,1 
5at)  ceAt)i),  i)A  ceAi)t)  ^jt  lucbAjb, 

1  5leAt)t)  At)  c-fttocA,  #?m  0/  $e  rivulet ;  probably  the  glen  of 
Aherlow,  near  Bansha,  in  the  county  of  Tipperary. 

2  Pron.  Shown,  (JDwyer  an  glamia,  i.e.  Seaan  O'Dwyer  of  the  glenn. 
There  may  be  some  of  my  readers  to  whom  these  Irish  names  will 
cause  inconvenience,  and  who  would  prefer  to  see  them  printed  as 
they  are  pronounced.  To  gratify  such  a  desire  would  be  to  outrage 
all  rules  of  intellectual  culture  and  philology.  In  any  standard 
translation  from  foreign  languages  is  not  their  orthography  preserved 
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The  fox  run  high  and  higher, 
Horsemen  shouting  higher, 
The  peasant  mourning  by  her 

Fowl,  that  mangled  be, 
Now,  they  feli  the  wildwood, 
Farewell — home  of  childhood ! 
Ah,  Seaan  O'Dwyer  an  Gleanna,2 

Joy  is  not  for  thee  3 

It  is  my  sorrow  sorest, 

Woe — the  falling  forest ! 

The  north  wind  gives  me  no  rest, 

And  death's  in  the  sky ; 
My  faithful  hound's  tied  tightly 
Never  sporting  lightly, 
Who  once  could,  day  or  nightly, 

Win  grief  from  the  eye. 
The  antlered,  noble-hearted 
Stags  are  never  started, 
Never  chased  nor  parted 

From  the  furzy  hills. 
If  Peace  came,  but  a  small  way, 
I'd  journey  down  on  Gal  way, 
And  leave,  tho'  not  for  alway, 

My  Erinn  of  Ills.  ' 

The  Land  of  streamy  vallies, 
Hath  no  Head  nor  rallies — 


in  its  integrity?  The  same  argument  applies  with  equal — nay, 
superior — force  to  the  language  of  our  own  country.  Here,  there 
are  innumerable  opportunities  for  acquiring  the  true  pronunciation 
of  Irish  words,  which  students  of  foreign  languages  have  not,  and 
in  this  book  I  have  been  careful  to  give  the  mere  English  reader  all 
possible  assistance,  by  printing  the  pronunciation  in  notes.  I  con- 
fess, however,  that  I  consider  it  extremely  ill-judged  and  despicable 
to  write  gibberish  in  ;  lice  of  Irish  words  in  the  translations,  merely 
to  save  trouble  to  the  indolent,  or  contentedly  ignorant. — Er. 
8 
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21  fftAib  Q&  5-cuAG1  t)i  b-ólca^ 

21  r*lAit)ce  r>A  a  t* A03AI  ! 
2t)o  lot*>A  Iuait)  3At>  ^0^3 <v8, 
O  ChluAit)2  50  Scua|c  t)Aort)  CoUrt)/* 

'S   At)  5eAfl|l£l4Ó  ATI  bflUAC  At)  TK>f*Ay 

2l|t  t:at)  le  t)A  TtAe  ! 
CjtéAb  >  At)  ?mAT5  feo  ATI  5bAltA|b, 
BuaIaó,  bu<xi)A&,  Y  caticaÓ, 
2lt)  fiDO|lit)  btt)t)  't  *tf  lot)-bub 

5ad  r*n-áué  *t*  5&<x5 ; 

rS  5u|t  tdóti  At)  tuAfi  curt)  C03A8,, 
Cléjfi  30  buAi&eAficA  a't*  pobAll, 
<Da  |*eólAÓ  a  3-cuAt)CA|b  lort)<x6r 
2ít)í)  Iati  3leAt)t)A  At)  z-yVe\b ■! 

)f  é  ti)o  crteAc  TT)Ai8t)e  ! 

t\Uc  b-puA^n  rt)&  bAf*  3At)  peACAÓ, 

Sul  a  b-£UA|ri  "#  TCJaijtjaiU, 

pA  T1)0  CU1&  t:éit) ! 
'S  a  Iiaóacc  Iá  b|teÁ3  t:a&a, 

<D-C]3  ÚbÍAÓ   CUTt)TlA  ATI  CTlAT)t}Albr 
í>UllleAbA|l  4,Tt  AT)  T)-bA]|l, 

213UT*  brmcT  a  ft  At)  b-péATi ! 
'Noir  CAynjfe  TtuAT3ce  órt)'  t'eAftAt)^ 
21  t)-uA]3t)eAf  b-r:Ab  on/  catxai&, 
2lrt)'  lu]3e  30  bu^jTtc  £A0]  t^aticajo, 

'Sa  3-cwAfAib  At)  t-fléib  ! 

1  21  rn*v|&  i)ív  5-CUAC,  i.e.,  in  street,  meaning  in  towns,  nor  in 
goblets  would  their  health  he  toasted. 

2  ClUAin.     Cloyne,  in  the  county  of  Cork. 

3  5cua]C  xj&oú)  CoIath,  the  peak  or  hill  of  St.  Columbkill,  in 
Donegal. 

*  The  "  black-bird"  was  often  used  in  Jacobite  poetry  to  symbolize 
the  exile  Stuart,  whose  return  with  French  aid  was  hoped  for.  It 
has  been  objected  by  some  generalizers  from  particulars,  that  such 
expectations  demonstrate  the   want  of  self-reliance  in  the  Jr^k 
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In  city,  camp  or  palace 

They  never  toast  her  name  ; 
Alas  !  no  warrior  column 
From  Cloyne  to  Stuaic  naov  Colam — 
O'er  plains  now  waste  and  solemn 

The  hares  may  rove  tame. 
O,  when  shall  come  the  routing, 
The  Euglish  flight  and  flouting, 
We  hear  no  joyous  shouting 

From  the  blackbird4  yet, 
But  more  warlike  glooms  the  omen, — 
Justice  comes  to  no  men, 
Priests  must  flee  the  foemen 

To  hilly  caves  and  wet. 

It  is  my  daily  ruin 

That  a  sinless  death's  undoing 

Came  not,  ere  came  the  strewing 

Of  all  my  bright  hopes. 
Ah,  many  a  pleasant  day-time 
I've  watcht  in  Erinn's  May- time 
The  sweet  fruits  scent  that  gay  time, 

And  dew  on  oak  and  slopes. 
Now,  my  lands  are  plunder, 
Far  my  friends  asunder, 
/  must  hide  me  under 

Heath  and  bramble  screen. 

character  !  Logicians  so  innocent  of  logic  and  history  are  certainly 
to  be  looked  upon  with  tender  feelings  of  admiration  in  this  hardened 
century.  Let  our  readers  remember,  however,  that  scarcely  one 
modern  revolution  has  taken  place  without  foreign  aid ; — England 
even,  at  that  time,  drove  out  the  Stuarts  by  the  foreign  aid  of 
William  of  Orange,  Spain  freed  herself  of  the  French  by  the  foreign 
aid  of  England,  America  was  succoured  in  her  uprising  against 
England  by  the  foreign  aid  of  France,  Greece  accomplished  her 
independence  by  foreign  aid,  Scotland  too  looked  for  aid  with  the 
Stuarts,  &c.  &c,  yet  Irishmen  will  be  found  who  are  either  culpably 
ignorant  of  these  facts,  or  else  maliciously  overlook  them  in  order  to 
fling  a  libel  against  their  Fatherland. — Er. 
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'S  toutja  b-pAJAÓ  Tt)é  fuAiTboeAf  peAfbA, 
O  ÓAO]t)e  u^fle  At)  b<vile  ; 
Tjte^pjo  nje  rt)0  feAlb, 
2l5u|*  £A5fíAb  Ap  f  ao§aI  ! 


siájNr:e  KJ51)  PWijB.1 

CAbA^fi  cAi|tc  at)T)  5AÓ  lA^rb  leAC  'y  ^lo^rje, 

S  5<vr)  beAfttrjAb  frjbíf  Iat)  ; 
3o  t)-ólf*  ArrjAOjb  flAi^te  K13  Pbl^b, 

'S  ai)  le]t)b  cA  jtiAtt)  Aft  tjAt)  !2 
J  |*  £Ab<v  £A  frtrujc  í  bA  f|urt)AÓ 

2l5  AT)  b&lcA  T)AC  TDeAbAftl  lé  A|t  cAl, 

2t)A|t  a  b-c63pA|t  at)  bftót)  1*0  b|T)T)  peAfbA, 
Facaitj  bo't)  'pbttAfijc  t)6't)  Sb&fT)t) ! 

2it)  bfiú*b  le  bTiúif  bo  cuj  cAicrvjori), 

C)o  2lt)A  itjati  céile  tdt)A  ; 
'S  bo't)  cút^Iaó  bfulcAib  At)  bAjfbe, 

215111*  b'A^CJttÓ  A  tt)-béA|llA  At)  pA]f  ! 

21ca  bfteAll  A|i  5AC  ceArr)pAill]i)  cACA]fi, 

tÍAjt  feAft^AlÓ  A  t)-Att)  T)A  b-qiAc, 

Beió'  5TieAT)t)  A3ur  beAt)t)  ati  tja  r^Utc, 
'S  a  tt)-beACA  'co  jrjf  le  pAjAil. 


1  KÍ5  V]^b.  This  is  Philip  II.  of  Spain  to  whom  the  poet  appeals 
for  aid  to  rid  his  country  of  English  oppression.  The  air  to  which 
the  song  is  sung  will  be  found  in  the  first  volume  of  (XFarrelTs  Col- 
lection of  Irish  Airs,  page  150.  now  rather  a  scarce  work.  It  id  a 
great  favourite  with  the  peasantry  of  Carrick-on-Suir,  and  the  ad- 
jacent country,  where  one  is  never  at  a  loss  for  a  good  Irish  singer. 
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If  soon  I  cannot  save  me 
By  flight  from  foes  that  crave  me, 
O  Death!  at  last  I'll  seek  thee 
Our  bitter  foes  between ! 


HERE'S  A  BUMPER  TO  PHILIP. 

Ho,  friends  1  grasp  your  glasses,  and  fill  np 

Your  bumpers,  fill  up  to  the  brim ! 
Here's  a  health  to  the  gallant  King  Philip, 

And  our  Exile — success,  boys,  to  him ! 
In  sorrow  too  long  be  has  wandered — 

To  tell  him  our  axes  are  bright, 
That  we're  burning  to  raise  the  Green  Standard, 

I  sail,  boys !  for  Paris  to-night  I 


Red  woe  to  the  foul  foreign  lover 

Of  Erinn  our  beautiful  queen, 
The  betrothed  of  the  brave  nameless  rover 

Whose  soul  is  grief  darken'd  I  ween. 
There's  a  scourge  for  the  temple-profaners, 

The  foe  shall  not  stand  on  our  shore, 
When  free  we'll  decree  that  regainers, 

The  priests  have  their  abbeys  once  more.» 


8  2l.i)  leAijb  c&  itjAti)  A|i  f  At) !  Charles  Edward  Stuart  is  referred 
to  here. 

3  This  song  expresses  the  sentiments  of  a  people  lately  robbed  of 
their  rights,  and  of  a  time  when  Catholics  alone  represented  the 
national  party  in  the  land.  Happily,  since  the  days  of  Grattan, 
Swift,  and  Davis,  men  of  all  creeds  "  rank  in  with  one  accord." — Er. 
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OU]8]id  peAtbA  TM3  5e*l  D*  V'WSlol, 

2li)  Aicrrje  feo  cUo|beATb  a  b-cftAC ; 
'S  a  T)-bjbiTtc  ox)  ttwaot  ca  £AOf  fsattjaI, 

43'&ti  bV|t)]rt>  b]  Jtjfe  "pAil : — 
3Xt>  ScjobAitc1  bA  b-cj^eAb  cutjattw  cAft  caIajc, 

'S  3AT1  beAjtiDAb  Z^eAfitJA  atí  CblAift, 
Bbeib'  3<voiótI  bocc  rte  b-AOTOt)eAf  a  t)5]tAbATt), 

'S  5AllAlb  Afvj|*  le  pAtr ! 

'Ca  5&tibA  bfte^.5  lATbjjt  A3  CAftTtA|t)3 
Cbun?  caca  50  b-B||t]t)i)  cú5A|t)o ; 

^Do  cÁ|tr)Af  t)A  cÁpce  bo't)  AiCTrre, 
21  b-peA|tAT)CA|*  Á]tb  i}A  2t)úrb<VT)  : — » 

*P&bb<v|t  le  pA5A]l  t)i  b-^u|l  aco, 
2lcc  a  T^eAftfiAO  le  ^AobA]t  Iat;i>, 

21t)  cfiívc  úb  be|6  3Aft]tCA  t)A  f^S^I1^ 

'S   A  T1)-beACA  ACO  T)-AJC  T)A  T)3^U« 
4)a  b-céA|tt)Ab  Hí5  SéA|tlttf  50  CApAb, 

'S  a  5A]*|i<\6  cú^Aigt)  b'A|t  3-CAOAIT1; 

<Do  ÓéAt^ATTTAOTf  lé]|tf5|l^Of  Afl  At)  ATcrrie, 
<Do  cTieAT^ATTt  t)A  5A0]ÓtI  30  T/At)T)  :—- 

6ibitt>  30  réjrb  ati  Ai)  ACA]|t, 

t)o  3|ieAbA3  30  bAoji  A]t  cjiATTt), 

Gfttlioc  bo  6eAt)AÓ  aji  t)A  3AllAjb, 

'S  bÁJlft  AJl  A  b-pé]t)t)  5^C  ATT)  ! 


1  ScfobATic,  Stuart.     Charles  Edward  again. 

2  "Píxjl,  is  pronounced  fau-il,  and  not  /ale,  as  we  generally  hear  it 
sounded.     Innis-fail  signifies  "  The  Island  of  Destiny." 

3  O'Brien,   Lord  Clare,  commanded  a  regiment  of  horse  in  the 
Irish  Brigade. 


OF   MU5ÍSTER.  119 

We  pray  to  the  Lord  of  all  glory- 
To  unsh.eath  his  bright  Sword  o'er  our  soil, 

Till  strewn  be  the  plunderers  gory 
Who  glut  them  on  dear  Innis-fail2 — 

To  smoothen  a  path  o'er  the  ocean, 
To  lead  the  south  wind  on  the  sea, 

Till  the  isle  of  our  love  and  devotion, 
Be  fetterless,  fearless  and  free. 

To  wage  the  fierce  battle  for  Erinn 

Comes  the  fiery  brigade  of  Lord  Clare,3 
'Tis  oft  from  their  pikes  keen  and  daring 

The  Saxon  fled  back  to  his  lair. 
And  favour — not  now  shall  he  get  it, 

Save  from  lances  on  every  hand  ; 
0,  short  are  their  days  who  abetted 

The  murderous  deeds  in  our  land ! 

May  Charles  have  but  courage  to  hasten 

With  troops  and  with  arms  to  our  shore, 
We'll  scorch  from  their  tyranny  wasting 

Our  treacherous  foemen  once  more. 
We  pray  to  the  just  Lord  to  shatter 

Their  hosts  and  their  hopes  to  the  ground, 
To  raise  our  green  Island  and  scatter 

The  blessings  of  Freedom  around ! 

"  When  on  Raniillie's  bloody  field 
The  baffled  French  were  forced  to  yield, 
The  victor  Saxon  backward  reeled 

Before  the  charge  of  Clare's  Dragoons." — Davis. 
But  he  was  in  command  of  the  whole  Brigade  at  the   Battle  of 
ibntenoy. 


120  THE   POETS  ANI>   POETRT 


COJS  N2t  BKJ5!)JD^ 

U1111213D  TNSDUS  RO  CI)2W. 
Fonn :— "  Cl&rt  t>05  t)é]l." 

Cojf  t)A  Bjvféibe1  feal  bo  bjof-fA, 

5o  r«5^c  r&m ; 
2I5  cA|i]tAp5  ríor  *V>  *W5W  cAO]t>, 

Ba  5^le  a  píb  t)ív  aIaó  A|t  tjpj, 

'Srj^  bjtúcc  <\fi  b&r> ; 
'S  v]  coisqrjoc  rrjé  acc  buACAjll  bjiio^rirAjt, 

O  í>búr)  t><\  n)-b&b  !2 

SeAjic  rrjo  clé^b  bo  in^y  ^é|rj  bufc, 

2lY  5|i&&  tfie  ]tur> ! 
'S  b&  b-c<v5<vó  -p é  boro  cop  fAt>  t-f  A054J, 

3o  TT}-b|AÓA}T)T)  lív  '5U|»  cú ; 

Ce<M)5Al  cléjtie  be]c  o]\&}t)i)  a  jxaot), 

pAO]  f  A|t)T)e  blue ; 
2lcc  b'&  b-pe^c]i|T)t)  ^^]T)  cu  45  jreAft  f*r)  c-f A05AI, 

5b^AbA]t>p  b&f  le  cúrbAÓ! 

21ca  újt-f>íb  A5  art)  ftúr;  c|to]óe, 
2lY  b]t&5<\]b  toaji  aoI; 

'S  A  CÚll/jl}  CAf  dúcIac, 

%  i*r  5°  r^n  > 

1  D|tÍ5T^>  the  river  Bride,  which  rises  in  the  barony  of  Barrymore. 
in  the  county  of  Cork,  near  a  place  called  Glenprehan,  takes  it* 
course  easterly,  uniting  with  the  Blackwater  at  Strangcally  Castle, 
(CAirteiM  TT^nA  Caill^e,  literally,  the  Castle  of  the  hag's  nose), 
the  seat  of  the  Rev.  —  Lloyd.  It  is  situated  two  miles  below 
Drumana,  at  the  foot  of  the  celebrated  Irijn  tja  rASAftc,  or  priest's 
lake,  where,  it  is  traditionally  told  that  one  of  the  Earls  of 
Grandison  during  the  troublous  times  of  1641,  caused  nine  priests 
to  be  sent  fettered  in  a  boat,  which  he  ordered  to  be  scuttled  on 
reaching  the  centre  of  the  lake,  thus  consigning  nine  immortal 
souls  to  eternity  ' 
name — J.  O'D. 
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BY  THE  BRIDE. 

WILLIAM   ENGLISH   SANG. 
Air  :— "  Gar  Bog  Deal" 

By  the  Bride's  pleasant  water 

I  dwelt  for  awhile, 
Enticed  by  a  daughter 

Of  beauty's  gay  smile  ; 
Her  white  neck  was  whiter 

Than  swan-plume  or  dew, 
And  sure  'tis  no  stranger 

Who  was  courting  with  you ! 

■\ 

I  came  from  the  ocean, 

A  gay  fisher  boy, 
And  my  whole  heart's  devotion 

I  gave  you,  my  joy  ; 
0,  soon  may  the  marriage 

Give  you  to  my  heart, 
If  another  you'd  wed,  love, 

I'd  die  with  the  smart. 

0,  fair  is  my  darling  ! 

With  breast  like  the  snow, 
And  her  bright  cuilin  curling 

To  the  green  grass  below ; 

2.t?ÚT)  tjA  m-bab.  This  must  be  Dungarvan  in  the  county  of 
Waterford,?remarkable  for  its  fishing  boats,  to  which  the  following 
old  adage  is  correctly  applied : — 

"  t)ún5<xtib&n  tja  reAnb&b  reólca," 

Dungarvan  of  the  old  fast-sailing  boats. 

It  takes  its  name  from  St.  Garbhan,  who  founded  an  abbey  of 
Canons  Regular  there  in  the  seventh  century.  His  festival  is  cele- 
brated on  the  21st  November.  See  Martyrology  of  Tallaght,  by  the 
late  Rev.  Matthew  Kelly,  D.D.  of  St.  Patrick's  College,  Maynooth. 
—J.  O'D. 
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9\)o  cútt)a8  c|tíorr)  i}ac  y&r)  ú]]i  fjnce 

^o  £A5bAÓ  rx)e  ! 
Sul  aji  yz\íi\i&]6e&6  n)e  a  5~cú]5íóe 

'Srrjo  511A6  caji  voh]\  ? 

Mac  búbcjtO]ÓeAc  njé  a  b-£|OT)cA|t, 

2t)Aft  CA|rt)  a  b-pé]ot) ! 
'So^c  TOi)CAO]b  leAc  ]*5]u|ti|*e, 

t>An/  fóftc  3AI}  f p|té|8  ; 
qo  be]ú)]V  bu|cfe  a  rr)Aj3beAi}, 

<Da  n?'A|l  leAc  é, 
<Do  lej^ifpeAbfA  ap  c-fA^eAb  ]*o, 

T^jie  Iaji  njo  cléjb  ! 


LÚJBJN    M21   2t)-BÚCL2lJ51)B. 

Ultimo  1M3W5  RO   C1)21W. 
foijij:— *'K5|f  jjeAlbub." 

Wfl  fÚ5AióeAcc  t)&  bú]l  5|aíot)í 

2lcc  \át-f A^eAb  ato'  bftúc'  fjof, 

Le  5|xa6  bo't)  íi)-bé]c, 
21  f  \\i]-\v\t)  tja  b-jqor)t)-blAOjc 

O  6ú|fíó]f  xtjo  cú]Y  caoj, 
Na  pA3  n?é  b-pé|T)t)! 

*Ca  a  cúifir^i)  30  cúl-bu]be, 

2I5  ?'*x  5°  ?é*n  i 
'S  a  CArn-b|tAO]c'  30  blúc  rr?]rj, 

2t)<vjt  fr)Á]ce  caoI, 
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And  I  wish  I  were  lying 
In  earth  cold  and  low, 

Ere  I  had  to  forsake  her 
And  wander  in  woe ! 

How  sad  and  dark-hearte  d, 

In  deep  pain  I  pine, 
Since  fortune  has  parted 

Her  fondness  from  mine. 
0,  maid  of  all  maidens, 

'Tis  you  only  may 
Cure  the  grief  and  the  sorrow 

That  rack  me  each  day  ! 
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THE  CLUSTER  OF  CURLS. 

WILLIAM   ENGLISH    SANG. 
Air  : — ''  Rois  geal  dubk." 

No  treasure  of  pleasure 

This  long  time  is  mine, 
But  pangs  beyond  measure 

From  a  maiden  divine. 
0,  sistreen1  of  tresses 

That  kiss  the  dew,  low, 
Who  woke  my  distresses, 

Don't  leave  me  in  woe. 

Thy  curling,  thy  golden, 

Thy  bright-flowing  hair, 
Thy  curved  eyebrows  moulden 

So  slender  and  fair, 

1  Popularly  used  as  a  diminutive  of  sister.  The  endearing  Celtic 
diminutive  "  10"  (pr.  een)  is  thus  added  to  numberless  English  words, 
in  those  districts  where  both  languages  are  spoken. — En. 
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Mac  cúrb<x-C|toi6eAC  a  3-cúi5íbe, 
2t)A|t  c^td  a  b-p^t)t>; 

2I5  lúfbír)  t)A  n)-buclAi5e, 
'S  i)ac  Afl  lé|  xr)b ! 


21  cú|l  bo]t)r)  bo't)  cfiú  CAOjt), 

<Do  f  AfiAfó  n)é  ; 
Jf  búbAC  frjójrt)  aid  c]U|t)-t-rt)ui;5eArt), 

<Do  5t)Ac  Ab  6é^5  ; 

2l|t  5ftÁó  rb^c  <t)é; 
O  fc|ujtAi5Tf  At)  púbAfi  cftjorf), 
Ucb,  f  Iái}aj8  n?e  I 


Tj'*.  u|t-5t)AO|  Aft  \x)o  yúx\vr\x), 

M<v  b-^ujl  rsM  t)A  5-CAO|t ; 

2t)A]t  cúbA]t-c|tufr)t)  Afi  cfufi)-l]t)t), 
Ha  rt>&"Mt)  At)  séff, 

Jf  buc  b]ot)  a  emit)  b|t)t), 
2t)A|t  5Á111  t)A  b-céAb, 

'S  At)  bAf  lert)'  béAl ! 
2ln)'  c|tu  \y\vc)  a  5-cú]5í6e, 

3°  £At)AC  £AOT)  ! 

2I5  b]tucbAO]l  rt)o  cubA|i-cftO]8e, 

í)o  fAjtAjb  rtjé ! 
S]úbAl  yX\yb  t)UA||i  fit)UAit)3iiT), 

2lft  5fiÁÓ  njo  clé]b, 
Joi)CA151M7  V  &wbUi3iiu 

5o  b-^T1^  "5°  céjrt)1  ! 

1  Ch]tx)i  used  here  as  a  contraction  for  cojreéjrn,  a  footstep. 
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They  make  me  sad-hearted ; 

O'er  all  men  I  pine, 
From  the  Curl-cluster  parted 

Who  will  not  be  mine  ! 


0,  brown  hair  of  beauty  ! 

Thou'st  fettered  my  heart ! 
I'm  mournful  and  moody 

When  thou  dost  depart. 
0,  m'uirnin,2  1  sue  thee 

By  Heaven  above, 
Since  thou'st  sent  the  grief  thro'  me, 

0,  save  me,  my  love ! 


0,  bright  as  the  berry's 

The  cheek  of  my  love, 
As  foam  by  the  ferry's 

Her  white  brow  above. 
0,  the  voice  of  that  maiden's, 

The  harp,  sounding  glee, 
Its  soft,  winning  cadence 

Has  brought  death  to  me. 


I  travel  in  sorrow 

Through  Erinn  the  green, 
My  heart  sheds,  each  morrow, 

Its  soul  for  my  queen. 
On  my  way,  when  I  ponder 

On  her — her  so  fair ! 
I  stray  and  I  wander, 

I  turn  here  and  there  ! 

s  Pr.  voorneen. 
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21  |tút>  cjtoióe  !  a  cr)6  cao]T)  ! 

21  5|tiv6  mo  clé^b  ! 
<Do  lor)i)riu]3eAb  6  cjiu  fjol, 

<t>o'r>  Arib-^uil  Sbr^s; 

<Do  fqufiAigeAf  5<xc  r-Ú3AibeAcc, 

2lri  cUri  50  féirb, 
le  1)-ÚTbl<M3eAcb  bob'  3t)ú|f  3W?> 

<Do  ca]t)]6  rt?e ! 

<t)o  fiúbUiseAf  ']♦  b^orjcAigeAf, 

3 ac  lA  l^ort)  £éir),1 
'OlT1  cúisíóib  'f  búiqsib, 

'S  bfci?-bftoi3  3le; 
2I3  curbt^ftA^eAcc  le  clú  cAO]r), 

21  3-C&1I  'fA  n)é]W ; 

2t)Ari  tA|b  Ab  r*3é]rr;! 


B')=1)621RR    téj362lMM    <DÓJBl). 

eosusw  Rmit»)  o'5CninobDáiw2  ro  cd?w. 

Sit)  A3u^b  T170  ceAfbAf  Ari  beACA  3AC  fierce, 

C-|A  £AbA  roe  3é]le  le  r-eacrrjAl  bA  T)6f ; 
5o  bAfbAl<vc,  beAlAjgce,  A3  blAbATi  le  béjcib, 

'Ha  3-CATir;-^olc  ftéjb  'r-bA  rrjeAllAÓ  lerr/  ^63; — 
2I3  3AT)-^|Of  a  b-peACAÓ  3AC  A]fbe  le  lj-é^eAÓc, 

21  lAbATicAb  fOjrbe  bA  cA]cr;eArb<\c  leó, 
T^fie  b-cA3Aib  30  cApA  curt)  peACAÓ  bo  béAt)Arrj, 

C]A  ceA3AT*3Aib  cléjTie  30  rr/£eA|iri  le^eAr;  bó|b! 

1  In  another  copy  this  line  reads  "  5*\c  liv  len?'  fu've." 
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0,  dearest !  0,  fairest ! 

0,  Love  of  my  breast ! 
'Mid  the  noblest  and  rarest 

Thy  fathers  shone  best. 
I'm  fading  in  anguish, 

All  pleasures  have  flown  ; 
For  thy  sake  I  languish, 

For  thee  I  make  moan  1 

I  wander  thro'  vallies 

Each  day  of  my  days, 
I  stray  by  each  palace 

And  grey  city's  maze, 
And  I  see  maidens  rarest 

And  place  them  by  thee — 
But  thou'rt  fair  o'er  the  fairest, 

Ah !  turn,  love,  to  me  I 
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BETTER  LEAVE  THEM  ALONE.* 

EOGHAN   O'SULLIVAN    (THE    RED)    SANG. 

The  life  of  the  Rake,  hear  ye  now  its  recital 

By  one  who,  alas !  has  long  known  it  too  well ; 
Twas  a  trampling  on  virtues  and  duties  most  vital, 

A  treading  the  path  leading  down  into  hell. 
Like  Judas,  a  kiss  was  our  mode  of  deceiving 

The  bright-hair'd  young  maids,  till  their  hearts  were 
our  own, 
Then  perjured  we  left  them  to  weeping  and  grieving, 

Tho'  the  holy  priests  taught :  "Better  leave  them  alone  !" 

2  See  a  biographical    sketch   of    Eoghan   Euadh,    by  the  late 
Edward  Walsh,  in  the  Reliques  of  Irish  Jacobite  Poetry. — J.  Q'D 

3  A  popular  saying. 
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Níoji  b'ADArb  xx)h  feAlAb  't*at)  CAb<v|nT)e  cnAoccA, 

J<D|fi  |*5aca6  bo  béjCjb  ne  c&nbAf  A5  ól  ; 
'S  ceA5Afj  ha  T)-ATcneAC  a  t)-acat)t)c<v  t)<\ott)ca, 

Hí  CA5<\c  Ait)  bnéjéfie  acc  rn^AÓ  '5111*  rnojb, 
21  T^Ucpuinn  bo  iiACrt)Aj*ó'T)c-f*eACcri)U|T)  30  cejle, 

<Do  rs^ppuj^  5AT)  T/éAnAb  ah  A^cne  luce  ceó)l, 
Bbíoc  rneAnrDAÓ  Ajt  n/AT^rje  'p  AieeAT/  b'A  ^-ejtxeACc 

'S  i)j  cnejbpfnT)  ó  aot)  rjeAC  50  rn'^eAnn  le]5eAT)T) 
bójb  ! 

<t)o  leAi^Af  i)A  beAncA  yo  1/eAlAb  50  féAT)Tt)An, 
'S  Ai)  c<xbAinpe  ah  bé]C|b  bo  fSA^peAf  rt)o  peon. ! 

'S  n>V]uirn  b'Á  SAifttt)  a  leAbAjt  At)  é|l|ri), 

H]Ofi  b'|oi)5i;<x8  nuAijt  ^IaoÓajt)!)  a  5~cu]b  beAc- 

ulr5e  A]t  rs6!1;— 

Ba  cacac  rné  A]t  H7A]b|i)  a  5  ti)acct)4tt)  5un  bAoc 
beAnc 

13 Ait/  f  Ari7U]lfo  b'eA5A]i)  a  coqnbe  b'ól, 
Bbí^eAC  ii7'Ai5t)e  a  5 c&f rtj^nc  't/  rneAfAjrn  a  f éM?<xÓ, 

5o  5-c|ie|b|oi;  A]téi5|í;5on)'pe^itnlei5eAi?bó|b! 

Jl*  boirbp;  50  b-c]5eAb  le  bujle  t)A  bé]j  fit), 
5ac  i;-bujpe  'co  rn'é]ltoii)  VA  Dl^e  t)^  óójb ; 

'S  tu5Ajb  t)a  ti^ot^a  50  5-cui]tp|b  rne  T)5éib|T)t), 
C]A  f|i;5|l  bnojc-éAbAij  rne  An  utneAfbAO  rróift  : 

Nfl  ?]t)i)e-beA,t)  tbiocAjn  bo't)  thi]neAT)T)  yo  léArtAb, 
9\)o  cjfre  le  5é|le  b'Á  b-trrqocAllAib  fpójnc, 

Ma  bnir^ADO  p&  r515e  5°  r515eA™<Ml  r5lé1Pe*6> 
2li)t)  r-Ai)  cuj5in?,  cé  béAt)AÓ;  50  ít/pe&nn  lé|5eAt) 
bó|b  ! 

'MuA^n  cjjeAt)  At)  lAi^e  ]?;  óuuT,beAT)  at)  c-aoj»  l]orn, 
2t)éAn  u||teAt*bA6  at)  éAbA]5'f  CAill|tt)Tt)ocneoin; 

*B]OT)  pAlflCjf  CneACAC  5AC  Tt)A]blOT)  Art)  5éA5AÓ, 

K]  blAfbA  11)0  bnfAcnA  'r*  i;fl  CAÚA5  Att)  5l6|t : — 
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'Mong  the  crowds  in  the  tavern  I've  wasted  in  drinking, 

And  shameless  carouse,  oft  the  long  jiimmer  night, 
On  the  good  Fathers'  teaching  I  seldom  was  thinking, 

Save  to  make  it  a  theme  for  the  sneer  and  the  slight : 
Tho'  I'd  gather  with  toil  thro'  the  week  a  small  treasure, 

Oft  with  children  of  song  it  has  blessingless  flown, 
Ah,  to  hear  them  my  heart  beat — my  mind  throbbed  with 
pleasure, 

And  none  could  persuade,  "  Better  leave  them  alone  !" 


I  followed  these  pranks  throughout  long  years  of  madness, 

Till  I'd  squander'd  my  gold  in  the  tavern  of  woe, 
Till  the  Marker  had  chalked,  with  a  sly  look  of  gladness, 

My  name  on  that  page  which  poor  debtors  well  know, 
Yet,  I'd  bitterly  think  with  deep  grief  on  each  morrow, 

'Twas  not  for  my  like1  thus  to  drink  and  to  groan. 
Who  felt  ourselves  nobler,  whose  soul  told  in  sorrow 

'Tis  just  to  believe  :  "  Better  leave  them  alone." 


u  Ay,  truly ,"  I  thought  in  half  madness,  "  'twere  better," 

As  each  handed  his  "bill,"  without  smile  then  or  joke, 
And  threaten'd  to  cast  me  in  prison,  and  fetter, 

When  they'd  gained  all  my  wealth  but  a  weather-beat 
cloak, 
No  maiden  was  then  to  console  me  true-hearted, 

To  lighten  my  sadness  or  for  me  to  make  moan, 
Alas  !  with  my  treasure  all  pleasure  departed, 

And  I  knew  (tho'  but  late)  "  Better  leave  them  alone  !" 


When  the  sickness  came  to  me  and  old  age  drew  nigher, 
With  a  lack  of  thin  garments  and  a  greater  of  friends, 

In  a  limb-shaking  palsy, — in  a  glance  without  fire — 
In  a  voice  without  music  'tis  thus  that  all  ends  ! 

1  Celtic  idiom  for  "  those  like  me." 
9 
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)X  reAjtb  At)  A]fbe  l]Ott)  lAOAffic  Ajt  be^qb, 

t^3  At)  CAbAi.tirje  réAflAirt)  rt)A|t  Aft  cacat; rt)0  t/tóft; 

«DeAjibAi.rt),  Abrbujtt)  peAfbA,  'tjut/  3éjll|TD, 

3u|i  bAtt)At)tA  At)  céjTib  í,    f5u|i  t;eA|tjt  lei^eat) 
bóib ! 

3^cac  3AC  ^A|triu]tie  t;eA|iAtt)uil,  jrAobfiAC, 
<t)o  CA]tA|*  i)A  bé|ce  Y  bo  leAt)Af  At)  c-ol ; 

2t)o  ceA3At;5-|'A  t:eAf*bA  50  3AfbA  le  ce^le, 

'S  V]  l)-eA3Al  bejc  Aot/tt)Afi  a  t)-eAí/bAÓ  30  beó ! 

St)Att)AC  le  tt?At;3AlAC  tt)Al|*eAti)Ull,   tt)AO|tÓA, 

Bb^lbeAí;    CAJlCAt)t)AC,    CAOti)t)AC,    leAt)AbAC,    |*6- 
5AC, 
SeACAt)AC  bflATT)At)t)A,   \  CAftl)A|TtC  A|t  AOt)AC, 

'S  cjtejbeAC  6  AOt)  t)eAc  30  tt)'t;eÁTtTt  let^eAt)  b6|b! 


T2lRn)2lJl    21N    5WOU21Í)!). 

uiurna)  t)2iu  o  D-esmmiiN1  no  ci)2iM- 

21ca  |* 3éAl  beA3  ]*ulctt)Aft, 

2l3<\rt)t;A  le  T/3|iúbA  67b ;  , 

T^ATt  é]f  tt)0  cutiai,!*, 

'Cfie  prDAllAjb  újt  t)A  3-cjvjoc, 
Natx  cftAocAb  rnife, 

'St)&|t  cu||teAb  tt)e  3-cú]t)t)e  caojI, 
21  nAO|]i  5^|i  itDcis, 

2t)o  3|oIIa6  bA  rbúÓAÓ  a  t)-bjtib  ! 
O,  tDAife,  rr/t^bcúrbAÓ, 

2t)o  6eACAtt)Al,  rt)o  T/3éAl  le  tT)u|6eAtt), 
'Ssutt  tDffe  b]  Att  ti)eAítÚ3Ab 
'SpAttb-peAt/bú^t)  Aot)  CAob  bo't)  t-flj3e ! 

I  For  an  interesting  biography  of  William  O'Heffernan,  the  Blind, 
e  Rdigues  of  Irish  Jacobite  Poetry. 
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I  woefully  mourn  the  young  days  I  have  wasted 

And  shun,  like  a  spear,  where  my  vices  have  grown, 

And  whiskey — I  promise  and  tow  ne'er  to  taste  it, 
Accursed  are  such  guests — "  Better  leave  them  alone." 

Now  strong  man  and  young  man  who  lounge  and  who 
wander, 

'Moug  taverns  to  drink  and  deceive— if  you're  sage 
Hear  my  cry :  "  Never  more  your  bright  hours  of  youth 
squander, 

And  fear  not  that  Want  will  grind  down  your  old  age, 
Shun  the  base  arts  of  Hell — the  false  oath,  the  deceiving, 

And  gladness  shall  make  your  sad  hearts  all  her  own, 
Shnn  the  drams  and  the  drinking,  the  sure-coming  grieving, 

And  oh,  trust  all  who  say  :  '  Better  leave  them  alone!'" 


HELP!   HELP! 

UILLIAM   DALL   o'H-EAENAIN   SANG.2 

Hear  a  merry  story, 

'Twill  please  you  with  its  prettiness, 
After  all  my  glory 

1  fell  hito  a  pretty  mess  ! 
Oft  I've  tramped  through  Erinn, 

Nor  was  crush'd  into  the  "  narrow  nook," 
Till  last  night,  a  snare  in, 

My  worthless  guide  my  marrow  shook. 
0  maisé  !3  0  the  scornful, 

The  hard-to-bear,  the  shocking  load! 
To  fall  as  falls  a  born  fool, 

While  /  knew  not  the  mocking  road. 

2  Anglicised  "William  the  Blind  O'Heffernan. 

3  Pr.  0  wbha ! 
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2i  m-béAl  t?a  zo\xyx)e, 

'Srpé  A3  &fiu]b]rf)  len/  óújcce  Ajtjr; 
9\)o  léjrr)  c<vn  U]r5e, 

Ba  t]\i]tr)  le  bu^l  A3  cígeAÓc, 
5un  pleirs  mo  510IUÓ, 

'pAoj  irt)\oll  t)A  nubile  fíof ; 

Ba   &ACCTT)A|t  Tt)]]»e, 

21n  rt?'u|ll]t)i)  óá  rpiur>AÓ  *v\oy  I 
O,  n)A|fe,  tc. 

^D'éTr^eAj*  le  bu]le, 

'Sbo  iq-^oeAfA  Ijúuac  cpib; 
2I3  3IA0&AC  Aji  6u]t)e, 

í)0  CfOCJTAÓ  A3  COT)5T)ATb  l|t)t?  j 
N^OU  bé  f|Úb  AT)  C]ubA]fC, 

5un  cuf3eA|*  30  blue  aid  cno|6e  ; 
3un  Bao^aI  t)A  bl|3ce, 

'S3At)  &ujr;e  fAi)  5'CÚjnc  bart)  bu]Ó]r> ! 
O,  tr^fe,  *^c. 

<Do  cu<\fibA]3eAf  cujfe, 

2l3Uf  ioitjaII  r>A  fnújlle  fjof  ; 
Ma  cludif  3un  cu^neAfA, 

2t)'ioT)5^6  'r  &  r^ATt)  r^o  ^1°; 

Jf  luA]rt)r)eAc,  iD5eAlcA, 

S^]ob^]T)t)  é  ah  únlAb  4>\)]oy, 

Ba  cnuA3  l|b  ti^jfe, 

2t)An  f  jle  1170  f  ú]le  cftjb  ! 
O,  r^Aire,  -\c. 

)y  é  újjte  T)<v  leAtjAb, 

Bbí  ^5  A]r>5]n  t?a  T)-blúc-£olt  bújbe ; 
'S  cfiú  í)a  |*eAb<\c, 

21 1;  peAUfiAjfie  BÚJ1CAJ3  3no|óe, 
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Crossing  o'er  the  river, 

Returning  to  my  father's  land, 
Hope  of  home  told  ever 

I'd  leap  safe  to  the  other  strand ; 
Till,  beyond  the  edges 

Most  suddenly  broke  down  my  guide  ! 
Clinging  to  the  ledges 

I  try  to  clutch  him,  crown  or  side. 
0  maise !  &c. 


First  I  heard  a  shiver, 

Then  shrieking  shrieks  I  yelp  aloud, 
Calling,  bawling  ever, 

For  men  to  come  and  help  him  out. 
And  oh !  the  fearful  danger 

Of  law  came  then,  a  vision  stark, 
Lest  in  court,  a  stranger, 

I'd  have  to  bear  suspicion  dark. 
0  maise,  &c 

Searching  stream  and  mud  in 

Further  from  the  brink  I  draw, 
Till,  upon  a  sudden 

In  lucky  ear  I  sink  a  claw. 
Quick !  quick !  quick !  and  giddy, 

Him  up  the  bank  I  madly  swept, 
You'd  have  felt  some  pity 

To  see  what  tears  I  gladly  wept. 
0  maise,  &c 

"  'Twas  the  gold-haired  maiden's 
Ale  so  fresh,  so  clear,  so  good,1 — 

'Twas,  besides  its  cadence, 

The  hot  fire  of  a  hero's  blood — 

^Here,  I  suppose,  the  poor  blind  bard's  guide  excuses  his  fall. 
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21  x)  KoifceAC  CAilce, 

'Sat)  OAjtAille  Afi  lúc  A3  r^eAcc. 

'Sa^  Iacaj3  'tttjo  cot)3t)AÓ  Art)  b^c ! 
O,  rrjAife,  ^c. 

43o  jlAOÓAf  ATI  Aicrt)e, 

5ac  leA|*A  OA  ÓÚCCAf  \]VV  '7 

Béjce  At)  leACcA, 

<Do  cleACb  a  bqc  cotjsatjcac  CAOft) ; 
<Do  riAobuf  ceAll<\8, 

<Do  fpAlpAf  T)A  bÚ^lle  CJVJb, 

2t)ATl  a  |tét5bíf  m'At)AcriA6, 

5o  lAfpAjtJT)  A  T)-bÚt)CA  t^e  ! 

O,  TDAife,  *jc. 

t:bAit)i5  AiDjiTi  t)A  CAfiriAise, 

2lri  a-cuf  Art)  tjot) ; 
2l]t)t)e  CA^lce, 

'Saí)  jAffiAÓ  ó'r)  í)úr)  a  rj\ox ; 
2lt)  bAb  bAf-CAilce, 

T^Ari  caIa^c  bo  f|úbAil  le  Naojf, 

'SaT)  TT)Át)lA,  rbAifeAC, 

O  lAiqorrr)1  a-3  cot)3t)Arb  lirtt). 
O,  rt)Air-e,  ^c. 

<Do  lé]5  3AC  A]i)3iri  bfab, 

^ifbe  bA  fÚ3AC  lirjo  ; 
3u|t  bA05Al  bo  3b^llAib, 

'Sad  eA|triAc  1*0  cÚ3A|rví)  A3  c]3eAcc  ; 

SéAjtlup  t1)ACA0ri), 

'Sa  CA]tA]b  3At)  cot)5r)Atf)  TiO]rbe, 
'S  3A0161l  A3  cAtiriAit)3 

T^aoj  3fiAbAti)  bA  i)-búr)  Ariít1. 

1  Latten,  a  townland  near  Tipperary  where  the  poet  resided. 
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'Twas  that  Roche  bereft  me 

Of  sense  (their  cask  was  flowing  wide), 
Slipped  me  o'er,  and  left  me 

In  mud  and  puddle  growing-tight. 
0  maise !  &c. 

"  List,"  I  said,  "  0  listen ! 

Who  have  our  isle's  inheritance, 
Fays  whose  soft  eyes  glisten 

For  gentle  deeds  and  merry  dance, 
/  have  broke  church  orders, 

Me  you've  power  to  hold  in  fire, 
Take  me  o'er  your  borders, 

I'm  very,  very  cold  in  mire  ! 
0  maise !  &c. 

"  She  of  rocks2  came  fleetly, 

The  first  to  soothe  my  withered  breast, 
Brilliant  Annia  meetly, 

From  dan  with  vassals  hither  prest ; 
Came  White-palm  (the  ranger 

With  Naesi  over  ocean  blue) 
Modest  Grace,  the  stranger 

From  Latten-land,  came  rushing  too ! 
0  maise,  &c. 

"  Each  of  them  'gan  singing 

A  pleasant  song  of  higher  glee : — 
u  When  the  leaves  are  springing, 

The  Gall3  will  have  to  die  or  flee, 
When  the  grass  is  blooming, 

Arm'd  hosts  of  friends  will  gather'd  stand, 
Triumph  o'er  them  looming, 

They'll  come  to  free  their  Father-land.'  " 

2  2lo|b]ll  ija  CAttTiAIS©  lé]ce.         s  Foreigners. 
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Ba  5|teAi>t)ri)A|i  ai>  f5éAt  te  njujbeArb, 
JJ^ojbe^l  le  Deajtc  Iat>t>, 

2I5  bu4|r)c  a  ceAQi)  be  beArtjAr?  bujóe  I 


foi)t>r— "leAb^ó  clújrn  'r  cóftbwije." 
2lft  pi)é|be  fúl  Afi  rt}A]b]ot)  laof, 

'S  a  5  ceAcc  Ajt  b-cúj*  AfceAC  t)A  fujje, 
Wa  CAjibAb  Aoib]t)r)  ófiÓA  ! 

'Smé  Ajt  fjúbAl  A]t  eAfbAÓ  £U|r)r>, 
2I5  ceAcc  r)A  b-qt^úc  bo  cloAÓcAf  ], 
pA  gAOfiCAib  újtA  Oiiiiitije, 

Jr  wnrra  noób*  ^ób-sUf. 

S<xr)  TiéjTt)  f*1t)  bújDij  t)|0|t  b-^AbA  l|r>rj, 
21t)  fpé^tbeAT)  C|u]i)  50  b-j:ACA  f, 
3o  rrjAOftÓA  rt)ÚTt)ce  n)AjfeAC  11^1?, 
Í&5  cAjtbjoll  cAO]b  Ar)  b6cA]jt ! 

1  This  is  supposed  to  be  spoken  by  the  bard  himself. 

*  The  strange  and  absurd  desire  -which  too  many  possess  of  chang- 
ing harmonious  Celtic  proper  names  into  what  they  wrongly  con- 
sider to  be  English  or  Latin  equivalents,  is  deserving  of  reprobation. 
Thus — Seaan  is  rendered  John;  Cormac,  Charles;  Diarmid,  Jer- 
emiah ;  Magnus  (pronounced  Manus)  Manasses  ;  Conn  and  Connor, 
Corny  and  Cornelius  ;  Donal,  Daniel ;  Donchadh,  Denis  or  Diony- 
sius  (the  Scotch  more  correctly  changed  it  to  Duncan,  and  in  general 
preserve  the  sound  of  the  original,  thus — Maelcoluim  to  Malcolm. 
Domnal  to  Donald)  ;  Eoghan,  Eugene ;  Uaithne  (pronounced  Oi-ney 
in  Ulster)  to  Anthony  ;  Lorcan  to  Laurence  ;  Fineen  to  Florence ; 
Eamon  to  Edmund ;  Seamus  to  James,  &c.  &c.     These  names  are 
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After1  all  my  trouble, 

What  heart-delight,  what  beaming  mirth, 
Soon  shall  come  the  noble 

Brave  Gael  to  drhe  the  Demon  forth  ! 


THE  DELLS  OF  ORRERY. 

SEAAN2  CLAEACH  MAC  DONNELL  SANG. 

Air  : — "  A  feather-bed  and  bed-sticJcs." 

The  drowsy  dawn  half-oped  his  eye, 
A  red  ray  shone  across  the  sky, 
As  o'er  dim  lawn  the  sun  rose  high 
In  chariot  bright  and  golden  ! 

I  wandered  then  from  sorrow  free, 
O'er  dale  and  fen  of  Orrerie, 
Thro'  pleasant  glenn  and  greenwood  lea, 
'Mong  mossy  trunks  and  olden. 

Nor  far  or  wide  had  been  my  way, 
Till  lo  !  I  spied  the  graceful  fay, 
Of  maids  the  pride  with  heart  so  gay, 
And  show'rs  of  curling  tresses ! 

almost  all  easy  to  be  pronounced ;  in  those  which  are  not,  the  ortho- 
graphy might  be  slightly  modified,  preserving  the  sound,  thus — 
Donach  or  Donacha  (from  Donchadh),  &c.  The  beautiful  and 
sonorous  names  of  persons  could  thus  be  retained,  while  there  are 
many  which  require  no  change.  Names  of  women — Finola,  Moreen, 
Kathleen,  Mauriad,  Sheela,  Nora,  Shivaun,  Eileen,  Breeda,  or  Bree- 
deen ;  Una  (the  barbarians  have  the  audacity  to  transmute  this 
beautiful  name  into  Winnifred),  Shineid,  Annia,  (from  Aine),  Mave, 
Elfie  (from  Aoif e),  Cliona,  Saiv,  and  Saiveen,  Grannia  (from  Grain- 
ne).  Of  men — Cormac,  Oscar,  Ossian,  Finn,  Callahan,  Conn, 
Connor,  Brian,  Art,  Diarmid,  Eoghan,  Kian,  Luay  or  Lewy  (from 
Lughadh),  &c.  &c.     Such  changes  to  suit  the  orthography  of  the 
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"Céfám  bo  ftuA|5  AfceAc  cati  cUb, 
21  méiDt)  50  m'^fu  jie  b-A5All  í ; 

'S  bo  TMDeAj*  úrt^Ucc  cA|f  bo't)  n)r)AO|, 
'S  bo  beAitcAf  n)]le  PÓ5  b| ! 

Jf  é  Abubajtt,  atí  Ti)A]fe  b^b, 
21  5^5  r>A  lúb  if  TTjAifeAc  s^ao], 
Jf  cé|rt)  le  clú  'nr  A]C|f  fio|t, 
Ma  5lAC^i5q6e  mo  conjAifile  ! 

<DéAT)Aip  fÚ5ttAb  a  5<mcIioi)  5|tii)t), 

Hí 'I  AOf)  TjeAC  bÚ^OT)  A  T^ATl  ACC  f  |t)l), 

Hív  b-^1")15  f  »b  a  beAt)  trio  Cftojbe, 
2t)a'f  njAjfeAC  b^bfe  beó  nje  ! 

Ha  ttAob  tpo  clu  'fi^a  n)AflAj3  f|i)t), 
Ha  séjll  Aft  b-cúr  50  rt/t;eA?tfi  bo  51)1011?, 
t)ob'  ACfiAc  b^b  t)a  6eo]5  H1?* 

'S511T1.  b'é  a  búbAijtc  at}  A]CT)e  l]T)T), 

Cbuifl  Í)|A  t)A  T)-bíil  A  leAOAjt  2t)bAO|f, 

Ha  bé|t)  at)  bttu^f  \r)S\  ceA^A^l  fui,rt), 
Ha  feAjic  a  TprjAO]  bo  c6ri)Aftf  at)  ! 

English  language,  though  they  should  not  he  necessarj'  in  this 
country,  would  at  least  be  preferable  to  the  complete  obliteration 
of  the  harmonious  ancient  names. — Er. 
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Quick  leaped  I  o'er  the  bramble  screen, 
And  bow'd  before  her  beauteous  mien, 
And  prayed  full  sore  from  her  my  queen, 
A  thousand  sweet  caresses. 

Thus  sighed  my  prayer,  "  0  radiant  sprite  ! 
0,  branch  most  fair  of  beauty  bright ! 
'Twill  cause  despair  as  black  as  night, 
If  pleasantly  you  flee  not." 

"  Come,  seek  some  glade  beside  the  sea, 
Whence  ev'ry  shade  of  woe  shall  flee, 
Or,  peerless  maid,  0  stor  mo  chroidhe!1 
In  life  I'll  shortly  be  not." 

"  0  young  man,  pause — fair  youth,  beware ! 
For  I  must  cause  that  black  despair, 
Tho'  there  ne'er  was  a  suit  more  fair, 
'Tis  all  lost  time  and  labour  !" 

"  For  sure  you  know  that  God  above, 
Who  made  earth  grow  with  dell  and  grove, 
Said  long  ago — '  Thou  shalt  not  love 
The  wedded  of  your  neighbour  !'  " 

1  Vulgo,  "  chree." 
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SJ16   £1)6213  N}   Cl)OMMOUá)H, 


Torjn  :— SOoijiin  D)  Crju) ll)oi)4)D. 


Gently,  but- 

not  too 

Slow. 


§ 


«*? 


•  a  •  P- 


g=a3& 


*4 


£^ 


m 


•P-P 


2t)A)b)Ot)  aoiiac  AO)b)t;i), 

<Do  b)Of  a  't5AT^  feniT)^  Arí)  6M  J 

Coir  te ATi) aid  péATiUc  íDDreAC, 
No.  luibjouu  r^A  D-U1^e  fciafc : — 

Bbl  idaca  Ae6)Ti  Yat)  c-rA0)5eAl  add, 
'PÍodca  A5UT*  ^u)|teADD  &&"), 

S^aca  bé)ce  fíce  atvt>í 
121)ati  Sb)le  BbeA5  K]  Chovvoll^v  I 

1  In  Irish  S]le  be*5  DÍ  ChotjnoU&iTj,  pronounced  "  Sheela  veg 
nee  Chonnellan ;"  as  the  latter  word  has  been  long  written  in  this 
modified  form,  I  shall  adopt  it,  but  I  see  no  reason  for  changing 
here  the  orthography  of  the  first  name.     When  words  from  foreign 
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SILE  BHEAG  NI  CHONNTOLLAIN.1 

WILLIAM    O'LEANAIN2    SANG. 

In  our  manuscript  collection  of  Irish  airs,  the  present  one  is  as- 
cribed to  the  celebrated  harper  O'Connellan,  A.D.  1650,  who  is  said 
to  have  composed  it  for  a  favorite  child  whom  he  loved  and  idolized, 
on  account  of  her  great  beauty  and  amiability.  However,  about 
the  middle  of  the  last  century,  coerced  by  the  penal  laws,  the 
Munster  bards  composed  several  songs  to  this  air  ;  but  invariably 
changed  the  name  to  '-'Sflóiriín  "Nj  CrjonooU&m,"  "  SOómío  Nf 
Cbu|UeAi)&io,"  "Styuin-io  "Hi  loinneAc&in,"  4"  2T)óinír>  N]  3blobAri- 
livin,"  &c,  by  which  titles  Ireland  is  allegorically  symbolized.  Two 
of  these  compositions  will  be  found  at  pages  57  and  127  of  the  First 
Series  of  our  Munster  Poets  ;  and  another  will  be  found  in  Hardi- 
man's  Irish  Minstrelsy  (Vol.  I.,  p  221),  with  a  sweet  and  close  me- 
trical translation  by  Mr.  D' Alton,  which  the  late  Edward  Walsh 
introduced  from  Hardiman  into  his  volume  of  Irish  Popular  Songs, 
with  a  translation  of  his  own.  We  should  observe  that,  in  almost 
all  the  political  compositions  of  the  middle  of  the  last  century, 
Ireland  is  personified  by  such  endearing  names  as  "  Hójrfn  t3ub" 
(Clarence  Mangan's  "  Dark  Bosaleen"),  *«  CaicjIít)  "Ní  UAllAC&]n," 
"  2lr>  CbfiAO|bio  2loib|Tjn,"  &c.  O'Leanain,  the  author  of  the 
present  song,  was  a  native  of  Kerry,  and  flourished  about  A.D. 
1 760,  but  spent  the  most  of  his  time  among  the  O'Briens  of  Clare. 
—J.  O'D. 

Alone,  at  red  dawn  early, 

1  stood  within  the  island  bowers, 
"Where  Leam'an's3  stream  flows  pearly 

'Mid  wavy  grass  and  brilliant  flowers, 
Green  earth  gave  fruits,  unchary, 

And  crimson  wines  they  over-ran 
For  me,  from  nymphs  of  Faery, 

Like  Sile  ni  Connellan  ! 


anguages  are  made  use  of,  none  are  so  complaisant  as  to  suit  their 
orthography  to  the  English  pronunciation. 

2  Now  '•  Lenane,"  sometimes  •'  Leonard,"  li  Lennon." 

3  Now  "  the  Laune." 
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2tji  cjtAobA  30  cu^lce  blAc ; 
BeACA  'f  C|téjC|te  nrjlfe, 

<Do  óeAfiCAf  fpéjjibeAr)  T)AOióeAt)bA  aod, 
<Da  trjóe  £é|r)  j:a't)  iotdaII  cjia^a, 

'S  b<v  f  Atbuil  3t)é  da  11105^9, 
Le  S]le  BbeA5  Hi  Cbot)t>oU&1t> ! 

Bbl  peAflf  A  1)éACA  AO]l  bA^c, 

2I5  ai?  b-^AO^leAt)t)  beA3  t^lif  tbtjA; 

2t)Afi  aIaó  A|i  CAob  t>a  cAO]be, 
^  PÍ*>  3Il  'r*  51le,  b]tA3Aib  :— 

Bb]   bAC  1)A  5-CAOfl  'fAI}  Vjqf, 

2I5  coiTbeA|*3A|i  T)A  Cftuc  50  b-&|tb, 
SeAfic  da  t)-ao8  Y  T170  cjtojbe  Yc13> 
Sjle  BbeA5  Mi  CbotwollAjt) ! 

Ba  8eA]*  a  bé]bn)]or)  bijteAC, 

3^D  AOjjibe  rr)A|t  £]le  at?  Mac; 
'Sa  bAfA  3lé|3eAl  njitje, 

2t)Aft  f íobA  le  cjnjjlc  Iátí)A  ; 
OAt)  x W*V  A  n?éA|tA  CAO]t)e, 

3^?>  CAOjle  50  bul  t)A  nj-b&jijt, 
'S  bo  sIac^aipd  ^éjt)  3A1}  t)íb  Aft  b]ú, 

Síle  Bbe^S  Mi  CboT)t)ollÁ]t)  I 

Ba  catja  a  béAl,  bA  c|to]6eA|t5, 

'S  bA  rbí lre  V*  wjl  *  T1^; 
'Sa  h)aIa  béAt)CA  a  3-CA0]le, 

2t)A]t  l^ne  le  ctr^pr)  a  fib  : — 
Mó  ruAfi  oa^o  lé]5|OT)t)Af3  fcjvjoc  beA5, 

T^rDC^oU  le  pjofiAÓ  pfiA|r ; 

'Sot  rsapww  r^jt)  An  11Í05ACCA, 

Le  S]le  BbeA3  Mi  Cbot;i;olU[o.' 


OF   MUNSTER.  143 

Bright  flocks  of  birds  sang  sweetly 

'Mid  floods  of  flowers — their  pleasant  home ! — 
And  in  the  stream-isle,  meetly 

I  broke  the  golden  honeycomb, 
"When  lo!  on  brink-tree  shady, 

A  child  of  glory  on  me  shone, 
With  features  like  our  Lady — 

Our  Sile  ni  Connellan  ! 


In  beauty  white,  this  daughter 

Of  graceful  majesty  was  drest, 
Like  swan's  on  azure  water, 

The  snowy  radiance  of  her  breast ! 
On  her  cheek,  the  crimson  berry 

Lay  in  the  lilly's  bosom  wan, 
And  forth  my  love  did  hurry 

To  Sile  ni  Connellan  ! 


Her  teeth  were  small  and  pearl-like, 

And  white  as  brightness  of  the  blooms, 
Her  lustrous  palms  were  fair  like 

The  downy  silk  from  finest  looms  ; 
No  gems  nor  'broider'd  glove  or 

Red  gold,  her  fingers  glitter'd  on, 
0  !  in  meanest  garb  I'd  love  her, 

Fair  Sile  ni  Connellan. 


Her  crimson  lips  beguiling 

Spake  words  more  than  honey  sweet, 
And  o'er  her  glad  eyes'  smiling 

Were  pencill'd  eyebrows  arched  meet ; 
As  if  some  artist  loreful, 

Twin  bows  with  compass  fine  had  drawn, 
I'd  ne'er  leave  for  empire  oreful, 

Sweet  Sile  ni  Connellan  ! 
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3^!)  bUbAn  cfié|5pit)T)  AojboeAf*, 

21?)  c-|*<xo|5u|l  Aft  cufb  bA  5jiix6 ; 
JSt)í  f5A|tpAÓ  B]fie  a  cujrpbeACC, 

L]ort?  ojóce  pAOi  6ii|lle  peAbA  ; 
2t)o  Ia^a^  lé]D  3At?  í   f  roé, 

'pA  cojllce  i)ó  a  3-cujb  bo'r;  SbA|t)ij, 
'Sbo  CAilleAf  péji?  too  cftO|be  leAC, 

21  Sbjle  BbeA3  Nj  CrjoyrjolUiiTj ! 

Ba  CA^bA  péAjilAC  bujbe-ÓAt, 

21  blAOj  pole  5AD  jtuibe  pA5A]i)  ; 
Oo  rleArf)u|i),  ^I3ce,  qorttA, 

5°  b_i^ccAfi  a  bftollA]5  bAjrj; 
Ma  5-cfteAfA  l^ATbjtAc  f3AO)lce, 

5o  |*o|llfeAC  30  t}-]on?ab  pAjp, 
'Sle  r/eATic  bob'  f3éirr?  bo  cIaojójp  n;e, 

21  SbHe  BbeA-5'  H]  Cbot)0olU|r)  ! 

too  tbaAf  tja  b-^*i;lA]t  rojpe, 

Nu^ift  cfojr  a  ]to]í*5  b4^f&rb  J 
Oufi  UpAb  3|ié|t)e  fjpeAC, 

No  fO|llfe  a  3-cftjofCAl  ca]5  ; 
Nu A]  ft  cai)ac  bfiéACCA  b^v^^i, 

too  bfbjr  A3  iorr}A]tbA]b, 
'Sr)A  5-CAf a  b'é]5|oi}  T/crvjocAb 

too  Sbííe  BbeA3  Ní  CboDDollCAfi)  ! 

^ArDAÍl  é|3f0  ftofrbe  p|r>, 

too  f  AO]leAf  30  b-pACA  f*3Afl ; 
21  T)3<v]f*e  A3  béAOArp  ft  at.  gee, 

21  i)-ioccAft  a  i^-u|f*3e  bfteA5  :  — 
too  meAf-At*  béfc  oa  3-cofllte, 

Mo  bftAO|5ev\cc-3e]t)  Aft  loc  A3  poÁrb. 
3o  b-pACA  cAob  Ijorrj  J/ji?ce. 

Sfle  Bb^A3  Mi  CboijpollA]!} ! 
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In  truth,  I'll  lose  all  gladness 

With  wasting  love  for  her,  the  sprite 
Who  clings  with  yearning  sadness 

To  Eire's  woods  and  vallies  bright. 
My  arrowy,  piercing  sorrow 

Would  vanish  swiftly,  blue-eyed  one ! 
If  far  and  free  to-morrow, 

With  Sile  ni  Connellan  ! 

Her  clust'ring,  loosened  tresses 

Flowed  glossily,  enwreathed  with  pearls, 
To  veil  her  breast  with  kisses. 

And  sunny  rays  of  golden  curls  ! 
But  grief  has  smote  my  bosom, — 

My  weary  days  lag  'neath  a  ban — 
Through  thy  beauty,  0  white  Blossom ! 

0,  Sile  ni  Connellan ! 


When  the  birds,  'mid  branches  twining, 

Beheld  her  eyes,  they  thought  them,  sure, 
Two  rays  of  sun  !  or  shining 

Beams  from  the  crystal  pure ! 
When  rose  her  sweet  voice  ringing, 

They  strove  to  peer  its  mellow  tone, 
But  were  vanquished  by  the  singing 

Of  Sile  ni  Connellan ! 


While  o'er  the  bright  stream  glancing, 

A  moment  ere  her  form  I  spied, 
I  saw  her  shadow  dancing 

Deep  in  the  glassy,  limpid  tide, 
0,  I  thought  a  fay,  the  rarest ! 

Had  playful  'mid  the  water  gone, 
Till  I  saw  thee  near,  my  fairest, 

Bright  Sile  ni  Connellan  ! 
10 
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Le  3<vjqb  3]té|t)e  CAOjle, 

Mó  co^le  c|te  glo^e  At)  Ajtb ; 
B<v  f  Arbu]l  frrjéjbe  4-  clAOTj-jtOjfS, 

<Do  b]o&5  me  le  ci^Ttfe  3fi&6  : — 
3°  riArbATi  TiéAlcAC  Í05U]|t, 

3°  foillfeAC  t)<v  5-cfturr)T>eAcAit>> 
<t>o  buA]t>  bo  3oe  ttjo  30^0]  o^om, 

21  Sbile  Bbl5  Nl  CbowolUxit) ! 

Mu^Jt  TbeAfAT'  ^élt)  TT)0  tt)AOt)AC, 

Le  nrjlfeAcc  bo  307  b  le  pA]]ic ; 
'S  a  leA3^6  a  b-CAob  tja  b-1?>t)re> 

M6  tj-íoccati  t)A  collie  ati  I  ati  : — 
<Do  lAbA^Tl  ^TlAOCTÍ)ATl,  jrfoctbATi, 

H&  lu]3feA6  le  bu]t>e  if  peATiTi, 
5o  b-cA5AÓ  oaoÓaI  Y  LAO^feAcb, 

Cb«TT)  Sb>l^  Bbl5  ^í  Cbot)r;ollA]t>  f 

Hí  cA]éj:eA£  bAclAf3  CAOjibceAc, 

'Ma  ^u|5illeAC  t)A  b-po]c  caji  fAjl; 
Ma  fprieAf  bo  t%|cleAc  qori-6ub, 

Lion)  fjt)e  30  b-qs'  At)  ojiac; 
Mi  sUcpAb  Aot)  T>e<\Ti  cojbce, 

2Í)ati  tt)AOt)ac  ibi|t  tt)o  IAtt)a; 
3o  b-CA5AÓ  5ao6aI  cati  CAO]be 

Cburt)  Slrjle  Bbl5-Mi  CboirnollAit) ! 

Be-jó'  leAbA^ri  ^Aoibejhje  IptbcA, 
2I3  T'AOice  at;  c-T'u^lc  bo  3t)Ac; 

KACtnuf  3é^le  ATi  b]T)|*e,v 

2t)A|t  bio]4  A3  At)  3-cuTiAÓ  blAc: — 

'CaIatí)  t-aoti  Y  AO]bt)eAf, 

213  buiÓjT)  C^TIC  t)A  TlAT)t)A  1f  ^eATlTt  ; 

'S  cIatwa  3A06AI  3^t)  buibeACAf, 
2I5  Sile  BbeA3  Mi  Cborjt)oU<\|t) ! 


OF  MUNSTER.  147 

As  sunburst  thro'  the  blue  air, 

Or  lamp  o'er  ocean's  azure  tide, 
Her  flashing  glances  flew  there, 

And  thrilled  my  very  heart  inside. 

0  !  their's  was  all  the  brightness 

That  shines  from  heaven's  starry  van, 
Their  light  has  darked  my  lightness,1 
Sweat  Sile  ni  Connellan. 

1  thought  to  win  her  graces, 

And  love-smile  on  that  rosy  morn, 
In  those  green  islet  places 

Beneath  the  shady  forest  thorn. 
But  she  vowed  with  fiery  fervour 

To  never  grant  her  love  to  man, 
Till  rose  her  Strong  to  serve  her, 

Bright  Sile  ni  Connellan  ! 

"  No  foreign  tyrant  lover, 

Nor  slave  who  bends  to  him  the  knee, 
Till  judgment-day  be  over, 

Need  hope  to  win  a  smile  from  me ! 
I'll  brook  not  lord  in  age,  or 

In  youth,  of  whatsoever  clann, 
Till  come  the  Gael  to  wage  war 

For  Sile  ni  Connellan  ! 

"  Then  books  and  bards  shall  flourish, 

And  gladness  light  the  looks  of  all, 
Then  gen'rous  knights  shall  nourish 

Our  olden  fame  of  open  hail. 
Brave  men  and  chiefs  to  lead  them 

Shall  flash  their  spears  in  valour's  van, 
And  glorious  days  of  Freedom 

Crown  Sile  ni  Connellan." 

1  This  play  upon  words  is  imitated  from  the  original ;  indeed,  the 
■whole  translation  is  almost  word  for  word. — Er. 
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senswn  otusiw  no  aww. 

215  me2l3R2lt)í)  21W  2t)D?W3OTKe  SI)Ú3aiCTj. 

2t)o  tHat)  50  b-&A5  bAri)  jlé-j^f  f  uA||tc, 
SIat)  A|i  5~clé]|te,  A|i  f  AOft-fe^T1  f  ua|6  ; 
2ljt  flAr>  50  lé]]t  leAc  bVor)  311c  uA|ru, 
3°  bjtAc  bob'  CAori?r)A  o  cé|rr)|b  crtuA|b"  ! 
2t)o  8]c  !  1170  bfiót) !  rrjo  jleó  Y  T170  c,u||if  e  ! 
2t)o  3tio|óe-5Ap  5l6|trbow|i  3leo|6ce  An  sl|OCA|f, 
Ba  f  aotxoa  fóijAC,  bA  feólcA  yryu^ze, 
pA  6ft<xo|5e^cc  3AT)  qteojri  a  t>-uA|3T}eAf ! 

2t)^c  C|tA|c  CAori) !  |f  ébo  Iuaóaitt}, 
2t)A3A|fci|i  l^ljit)  Y  clé||teAC  CTjuAjf, 
3^b  t?a  n)-bé]ce  a  f3&iri)  30ap  T*u<v13» 
<Do'o  'CaI-^u^I  3aoóaI  bA  &accac  UAjft. 
2t)o  6|c  !  n?o  bjiór)!  "jc. 

Jr  CAfri?ATt  mé  'V5*c  t)*ot)  n)OT)iiA|t  ! 
Cboir  2t)Hl3  3°  lém  ^IT1  cjiéAu  'r  qtuas  ; 

'í>l|t  A|lfA|Ó  Y  AOfbA,   Ólé||l  Y  CUA|C, 

'S  A|t  n)r)A|b  Ab  6é|3  |f  béA]t-pl|uc  biiA|fic ! 
2t)o  6)i\  wo  bfiói)!  *]C. 

Jf  AbbAfi  lé|t)  bo't?  cAob  fo  |f  cjtu<\|3, 
"PeAjt  rAti)  3l|C  fé|rb,  feAji  f  aot/iÓa  fUA|ftc, 
peAfi  bA|t>  Y  bjtéACC  bo  6eAt)AÓ  Y  buA|T), 
2iji  f  At)  curt?  flé|be  Ai3éir>  311ft  sluA|f . 
2t)o  6|c  !  ttjo  brxoo!  "|c. 


1  i.e.  the  Mangaire  Sugach,  the  "  Merry  Dealer" — Andrias  Mac 
Craith  (now  Magrath).  The  poem  which  elicited  this  one  was  a 
touching  "  Farewell  to  the  Maig"  hy  the  Mangaire,  and  which  is  to 
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FAREWELL  TO  CROOM. 

JOHN    o'tUOMY    SANG. 
IN   REPLY    TO    THE    MANGAIRE    SUGACH. 


Farewell — ah,  for  ever ! — to  thy  brightness  and  thy  mirth, 
Farewell  from  our  priests,  from  the  Noble  of  the  Earth, 
Farewell  from  the  Fair,  farewell  to  thee  from  all ! 
May  it  shield  thee  and  shatter  thy  dole's  gloomy  pall ! 

Alas  ! — alas  ! — my  bitter  woe  and  sorrow, 
That  the  gentlest,2  the  gayest,  most  generous  of  sages, 
The  Singer  of  sweet  song — now  the  chill  tempest  rages — 

Should  wander  forlorn  night  and  morrow  ! 

Mac  Craith !  'tis  to  chronicle  thy  merits  I  have  sought, 
Thou  Master  of  Learning !  thou  Thinker  of  deep  thought ! 
Beloved  of  the  damsels  !     Oh,  bard  of  snowy  brow, 
Fit  scion  of  Dalcassia's  deedful  race  art  thou  ! 
Alas! — alas!  &c. 

Nigh  green  Maig  river  'tis  woeful  now  to  stand, 
And  list  the  lament  of  the  dwellers  in  the  Land, 
Of  the  people  and  the  priests,  of  the  lordly  and  the  low, 
And  see  our  maidens  pine  and  their  tears  in  silence  flow. 
Alas  ! — alas  !  &c. 

'Tis  cause  enough  for  gloom  and  heaviness  of  heart, 
That  a  pure  and  pleasant  poet  was  driven  far  a-part ; 
That  a  bard  of  songs  so  soft,  they  seemed  sighings  of  the 

soul, 
Should  wander  o'er  bleak  mountains  in  dreariness  and  dole! 
Alas  ! — alas !  &c. 

be  found  in  an  agreeable  little  volume,  with  faithful  and  beautiful 
translations  by  the  late  Edward  Walsh. — Er. 

2  The  alliteration  is  imitated  from  the  original,  here  as  elsewhere. 
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Seo  't)  ^ac,  ttjo  léAi) !  ó'rj  b-tAob  bo  ]tuA|3, 
2lr)  r>A]ri-l*eAri  f^rb  bo'r)  tfiéAr)  £tql  rb6|]t; 
21  b-pA]|tc  le  béjc  if  clAorj-cljp  cliiA^r), 
Cbuijt  cAjflce  cjiéAT)  njAfi  6  Afi  buA]jtt  ! 
9X)o  6|c !  n?o  bftói)!  "|C. 

PA^f  ^éAc,  'i*  2let)3ur  buAÓAc, 
2ljACf  UocbA  b<v  léAbrbAji  Iuac  ; 

jAfOI)  CAO?b  Ap  C|tA0b-p0]lc  f uAp, 

5u|t  tDrjA^b  bo  cfiAOc  bA  cjiéji?e  rluA^! 
2t)o  6ic  !  n?o  b]t6o  !  ic. 

O  cA|tlAb  bé]ce  a^  n?é]b  peo  i)3UAir, 
«Dívjfrf  at)  Tie5f  'f  céAb  t;ac  IuaÓaitp  ; 
Wí  t)Ári  6u-|c  5é]le  't*  ceAÓc  At)UAf, 
Ma  rrwAib  |*ir>  qté|3  a  fé]rb-£|T*  fistic. 
2t)o  ó^c  !  rpo  briot) !  ^c. 

21  3ttÁÓ  rtjo  clé^b  tjaji  cAobA^b  cjtuAÓAf, 
2lcc  ^Ajlce  ^éile  béAf  'f  buAÓ; 
5fi^b"  t)A  nj-bé^ce  'f  3t>e  3AT)  5riuAitT), 
2t)o  f  Iát)  30  b-é^3  bob'  ÓAorbo^  buAT). 
2t)o  6]c  !  ttjo  brtór) !  ^c. 


BU2lCl)2tJig<Dt)e  LOCt)-52lK^)2lNN. 

2l|t  Tr)A]b]t>  Iuat>  cii)5cífe, 

"Cb^t)^  fjOÍbAjlA  CÚ3A]T)T)  fAI)  T^leATJF}  ; 

<t)o  bA^le  r*3ACA  CÁ3A  at)o, 

2I3  béAt)AÓ  AbbAcc  bí^r)  't*  3]teAT)t)  : — 

1  The  spirit  of  the  martyr  patriot  is  supposed  to  narrate  the 
battle  in  which  he  fell  to  the  poet,  and  charge  him  with  the  vindi- 
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But  burning  is  my  grief  that  such  a  worthless  blight, 
O'er  frank  and  fiery  qualities  prevailed  with  so  much  might ; 
That  a  maiden's  smile  should  lure  one  to  darkness  and 

disgrace, 
Who  boasts  the  Poet's  fire  and  the  royal  Irish  race ! 
Alas  1 — alas  !  &c. 

And  yet — this  has  been  since  the  earth  glowed  in  green 

youth, 
Lo,  Paris  of  mount  Ida  to  testify  this  truth  ! 
And  Ajax  Telamonius  for  cause  well-nigh  the  same 
To  battle  and  to  die  in  a  foreign  land  you  came  ! 
Alas  ! — alas  !  &c. 

And  Aengusthe  Triumphant — but  'twere  weariness  to  tell 
All  whom  forsake  of  womankind  a  gloomy  fate  befell ; 
Then  wail  not  thou  for  ever  thy  falling  from  above, 
For  mightier  than  thou  have  borne  the  penalty  of  Love. 
Alas  !—  alas  I  &c. 

0,  Bosom-friend !  may  hardship  recoil  from  thee  apart, 
Be  welcomings,  and  gladness,  and  feasts  where'er  thou  art ; 
Be  thy  lot  ever  cloudless  !  thy  spirit  ever  gay, 
And  my  Blessing  be  thy  Shield  against  woe  and  ill  for  aye! 
Alas ! — alas  !  &c. 


THE  BOYS  OF  WEXFORD. 

(a  ballad  of  '98.) 

MICHAEL  OG  o'lONGAN   (OF   CABBIGNAVAB)   SANG. 

We  saw,  •  on  Whitsun  morning, 

The  foe  camp  in  the  glen, 
With  threats  and  gold  suborning 

They  vainly  tried  our  men ; 

cation  of  his  memory,  the  touching  reproof  to  the  backsliders,  and 
his  blessing  to  his  own  ever-faithf ul  birth-plaee. — Eb. 
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4Do  buAile<Mi)A|fi  T)A  b-qrr)ceAll, 
'S  bo  Iat* att)ati.  A|t  b-cé|T)ce, 
'S  bo  cojbArtfATt  ceó  bfteA5  bTiAO|5eAccA, 
3o  b-AOjb|i)t)  6]*  a  S-C]or)t)  I 

4)o  c^t)]6  6  cújje  UIaó  cÚ5Ait)T), 

'Cujle  A^uf  rn]le  Iaoc  ; 
i)o  civ]T)]6  6  cú|5e  CboT>t)OctA, 

21  b-^u]|teAT)T)  pub  le  pAobAfi : — 
tl^ofi  cinjAbAtt  TuiAiri)T)eAf  cu|5e  Óujt)!), 
3o  b-cu5ATi)A|t  buAUb  V  Vl^e  &ójb, 
'S  t)ac  ttó  btteAg  bo  b]oc  pujl  A5U]TTt>> 

'S  cu]fip  a  TT-bejTte  at)  lAe  ! 

2t)a  CeAT)5TT)A1i&  OTlXf  A  AT)  bttACAltt, 
Mo  fCUAIfie  At)  CJTTT)  CAff ; 

'S  50  rt)-bj  a6  A5  cuft  roo  cuAT,tti,r5, 

SbuAj*  a  meAfS  t)a  b-peAjt ; 
)-y\X  tt>at/i  fS^  &0  uAjrofe, 
5o  b-t;uil|tr>  at)d  fo  50  jmAjt  U5, 
2l|t  cAob  at)  c-fléib  t/aot.  buAiTteArt), 
3*i)  cu<\robA,  5At>  TST1^  • 

Bei,ft  leiqri  fUAf  bo't)  2t}búri)AfT)  ttAfnj, 
21 V  1OT  a  b-cojiAÓ  itúir;  bójb 

5o  b-t/U|t  AT)  CAC  T)A  5-CÓ]Tl  I 

)r  tOTTjÓA  ATT)5fTl  TÍ7|llf  tbÚ^ce, 

'S  leATib  ^}ft|teAT)T)  V70t>t>  S^aI, 
2I5UT;  jreATi  b|teÁ5  aIut,t)T)  lúcrbAft, 
'Sat)  újti  ua|T)ti  A5  bfieóg' ! 

2t)0  léAT)  Aft  AT)  2t)ÚTT)A|T)  T)ÁTt  e^tS, 

'Huajti  b'AÓAT.rjeAroATt  At)  sled; 
"Le  lj-b-ptt)  5|teAT)CA  5Tte]ÓeAt)i)ri)ATt, 
Bl)í&  t;A5A|tcA  50  leójt : — 
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We  struck  with  broad-sword  glancing, 
AVith  such  might  and  skill  entrancing, 
That,  swift  as  necromancing, 
They  vanished  from  their  den  ! 

From  Ulster  came  two  thousand 

Armed  heroes  to  our  aid, 
As  many  in  Connacht  rouse  and 

March  with  whetted  blade, 
Scant  our  rest  till  we,  defying, 
Had  twenty  times  our  foe  sent  flying, — 
And  left  them  many  dead  and  dying. 

In  blood  at  evenshade ! 

0,  youth !  if  'mid  the  Living 

They  question  of  that  day, 
And  ask  you  how  I've  striven, 

And  where  I've  passed  away, 
Say,  that  none  there  battled  bolder, 
That  lonely  now  I  moulder 
Without  mound  of  grassy  mould,  or 

Tombstone  o'er  my  clay. 

And  say  to  Munster,  sadly, 

The  fight  had  been  less  red. 
Had  she  mustered  with  us,  gladly, 

Who  fought  for  her  till  dead ! 
Say,  many  a  gentle  maiden, 
And  child  of  brow  unfaden, 
Many  a  brave  man  low  is  laid  in 

The  chill  and  narrow  bed  ! 

Poor  Munster  !  soon  may  high  rents 

And  Famine  blast  your  way, 
With  brilliant  arms  'gainst  tyrants 

You  feared  to  front  the  fray — 
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2lt)oir  ó  cAirjAoib  CAillce, 
^5uf  t>eA|tc  ív|t  TjArrjAb  r)An  b-qmceAll, 
St1^  "5°  cTioióe  t;a  Lai5í)15, 
Of  ]Ab  bAÓA|T)  At)  ceirje  leo  ! 


|Coi)i) :— "  Se&'At)  Ot5U]biti  At)  5fjleAT)i)A." 
2ll)  Cé  b'^éAC^AÓ  flATt  Y  TT)ACbT)ATT), 

2l|t  beAficAÓ  at?  c-fAOigjl  le  caitjaU, 
'S  cUi)i)<v  5A0I  rrjo  ttjajth;  ! 

Lat)  bo  5AC  cIaot) ! 
2I5  it)at*IÚ5a8  Cbfi]oTT  le  t*5At>aiI, 
2I5  bfi]fe  a  6l]5  5AC  A5A, 

215  béAT)AÓ  5TrJ0TT)ATlCA  t:eAllA, 

Le  sAti&ACAf  5^r;  céjll ! 
N^on  b'ior)5T)AÓ  lejT*  50  leA5^A8, 
H^5  corijACCAC  rrjóri  tja  b-^lACAf, 
Ssiuirife  qion?  ati  peAfifA, 

'S  CTiAorjAf  bA  fi^lT1- 
21ti  5AC  brieArr)  bo  66at;at)  fpAinrjr), 
Le  TT)iOf5Air*  cuuaiÓ  curr;  flAbA, 
Mó  ^o]t-pOT)r)  buAT)  curt)  cjieACCA, 

'S  5At)  CAT»  OTITIC  1}A  CAob  ! 


1  Patrick^Den,  author  of  the  present  song,  was  parish  clerk  and 
schoolmaster  at  Cappoquin,  in  the  county  of  Waterford,  for  a 
series  of  years,  but  died  in  the  year  1828,  and  was  interred  in  the 
chapel-yard  of  that  town,  where  his  genius  as  a  poet,  and  unaffected 
piety  as  a  Christian,  was  so  much  admired — even  by  those  who 
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And  now  that  we  are  stricken, 
And  foernen  'round  us  thicken, 
God  guard  Leinster,  who  to  quicken 
The  fire,  strove  well  alway ! 


FAULTS  AND  FAILINGS. 

PATRICK   DENN   SANG. 

Air  : — "  John  O'Dwyer  of  the  Glen. 

Whoso  westward  gazes 

Upon  the  darkling  hazes 

That  shroud  the  Gael  in  mazes,— 

The  dens  of  Sin  and  Guile, 
And  sees  Christ's  mild  laws  broken, 
His  name  blasphemed — each  token 
Of  deceit  and  high  trusts  broken 

Throughout  the  hapless  isle, 
He  will  not,  cannot  wonder 
They  fall  God's  just  wrath  under 
'Neath  sentences  that  sunder 

All  pleasure  from  their  shame, 
That  thro'  their  traitor  knav'ry 
The  Land— once  Star  of  Brav'ry — 
Lies  sunk  in  utter  slav'ry — 

A  nation  but  in  name  ! 


differed  from  him  in  religion.  He  -was  a  native  of  Upper  Graigue, 
in  the  parish  of  Modeligo,  in  that  county,  and  was  the  author  of 
many  beautiful  compositions  on  religious  subjects  now  collected  in 
a  small  volume,  and  published  by  us,  as  an  Appendix  to  Timothy 
O'Sullivan's  Pious  Miscellany. — J.  O'D. 
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Nuajti  cu5^Tt?  ^h]\)  t:o  beAfiA, 
5aÓ  CftAOf  Y  buA]|tC  Y  A]t)Óeif, 
^puAcc  Y  £At)  50  beAlb, 

2iri  bAOjtje  boot  a  At)  c-fAojTjeil  ! 
2t)éjc  co||tc  rbóft  ati  Ia^a, 
Cburt)  b|i|^e  Y  J111A5AÓ  Y  cjteAccA, 
<Do  8éAt}AÓ  otijia  le  ceAl.5, 

'S  le  5H&1T)  ATI  A  TT)é]T)  ! 

*C  11731  it)  30  beftbit)  bA  f*cAb^AÓ, 
Citíof&uigce  At)  borbAft)  b&  rrj-beATtcA, 
"Sat?  rbA^lif  cattj  bo  feAcri)U]t)T), 

Le  5]tÁó  bo  itjac  í)e, 
3o  TU-bi<v6  ]tAc  Y  ^éAt)  50  \)-ob*t)T), 

'S  beAt)t)^CC  T)A  T)AOTÍ)  AT)  -poCAITl, 

2l|t  clAt)t)A  5A0I  50  |:olur*, 

'Crie  j|tAT*A  At)  SpiOfiAb  Naojitj. 


3o  beirbiT)  if  A]C  é  b-p^ffoiw, 
^t)eiT*5e,  bTiuiáeAt),  Y  sTu^rS^IT1^ 

2^|Ot)t)U]6e  TT)Ó]t  bÁ  T*pAlf>A, 

'S  5ÁiriT,5eATt)lAcc  OTiéAt) ! 

'431ft  COrilAjlfA  5AOl6]l  Y  CATlAfb, 

LeAt)bA|6e  CbTiiofCT)*  b-^lACAf, 
T^b^s  jmil  a  cTtofÓe  t)A  5A]T,e, 

Í)'áti  fAojiA  6  5AC  "péft)t) ! 
43|ulcAibi5  bójb  feo  peAfCA, 
pr»é1313Í6e  *V  peACA, 
'S  31^*13  5°  tf°Ti  3*6  ?eA|trA, 

2lt)t)  Iáti  ceAjtc  burl  5~clé]b ! 
'S  cé  cthia]Ó  aca  071117  b  51at*a, 
2I5  cUt)t)A  3*U  T°  ^aIa5, 
Feióceoig  B15  tja  i?-Aii)3ioll, 

Bbú]t  5-cÁf  Af  5ac  criéin) ! 
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How  oft  in  pond'rings  drearest 
I  think  on  all  thou  bearest, 
My  Land  of  Lands  the  dearest, 

Thy  scourgings,  pangs  and  thrall — 
Ah  !  'tis  not  now  thou  learnest, 
That  tyrants  plot  with  earnest 
Will,  and  purpose  sternest 

To  waste  each  hill  and  hall. 
But,  then,  I  feel  how  needful 
Each  son  should  strive  with  heedful, 
Tireless  hands  to  cleanse  the  weedful 

Minds  thy  foemen  cause,1 
Till  winning  back  His  blessing 
We'd  see  thy  clanns  progressing 
To  Weal  and  Wealth — possessing 

Freemen's  hopes  and  laws ! 


Ay,  weedful  minds !  for  quarrel, 
Brute  worship  of  th'  ale  barrel, 
Hatred  and  Envy  are  all 

Too  plenty  here  to-day, 
'Mong  brothers  in  blood  and  mourning, 
'Mong  children  of  Chsist  who,  burning 
With  anguish  sought  their  turning 

From  paths  that  Hell-ward  lay. 
Forsake,  my  friends  !  those  bye- ways — ■ 
Tread  Love  and  Virtue's  highways — 
The  securest  and  most  nigh  ways 

To  Liberty's  bright  goal ! 
And  tho'  stronger  were  the  barriers 
Tnat  in  bondage  keep  us  tamers, 
God  will  guard  and  guide  you,  warriors  ! 

And  back  your  tyrants  roll. 

1  Alluding'to  the  penal  laws  against  education. 
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Hi  £AbA  ua^ttj  b^b  3eAll^TO, 

21 T)  C-A1)  A  Tt)-b^6  T)A  CTlAT)T)A|b, 

Civ  ceAtrt)  'f  TtAtbATi  bA  leA5^6, 

'S  clo]ÓeATb  T)A  b-pAobATl  bA  1)5eA|t|lA6r 
'í>]Tl  TIUCA,  bjlA-|t)re>  V  bAflflA, 

'S  iAb  50  léift  bA  3-CTIA5A, 

21  lAfi  ce]t)e  c|tAO||» ! 
Ma  &IA15  rit)  bejó  ati  Iat*a, 
Cfteib^orb  CbtMOTT  pA  ftACTtjuf, 
'S  runtime  at*  tdoti  Aft  caIatd, 

'HllA^l  CACpATt  AT)  fAOTJAl  ! 

3a^U  'f  3*oi&'|l  AT)  peo^CA, 

pjAbA^le  CAOC  AT)  CAITUTT), 

CiqTipeATt  ]<vb  a  5-caticai]1, 
LAt)  6ub  le  bAol ! 

Of  h  r-eo  CTvjc  t)a  b-peACA^, 

'St>A  T)3Alll  C&  cI-AOT)  1)A  TT)-beACA, 
<t)0  CTI&I5  AT)  'CíjeAjtTJA  feAflCAC, 
'S  bO  CJlAbAlg  Tl^ATt}  T)A  5AOÓA]l  ! 

2t)o  coit>A]Tile  bé^t)^  peATT<v, 

Bb^tl  Tt]l-beATlCA  DAO^  T)A  leAT)A|5, 

SéAT)Ai5  co^bce  AT)  pOACA, 
'S  5fiA6Ai5ibe  ttjac  <De, 

'CóxbAjb  fUAf  50  CApA, 
Bb^Tt  fÚlle  CUTT)  TjA  b-plACAf, 

'S  iatitiaió  f]b  bo  feActtm] t)T), 

5o  bjt&C  ATTJf  Ó  bAO^Al  ! 

5ac  bíojAlcAf  cfiott}  bA  b-tujcpe, 
2ifi  at;  t*4°5aI  30  Iuac  ttjati  fcoiftni, 
'S  3AT)  briéA5  A]t  At)  bfteATT)  fo  ATI  rrjjrie, 
'Ha  Iat)  jiit|c  ATI  7'CTiAe  ! 
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L !  the  Time  of  Times  comes  onward 
When  shall  flash  your  Green  Flag  sunward, 
And  all  glances  turning  vanward 

Behold  The  Mighty  Hand  ! 
And  the  Sword  of  Vengeance  burning, 
For  the  scatt'ring — overturning, 
The  shatt'ring  and  the  spurning 

Of  the  robber  Saxon  band  ! 
O'er  Erinn  without  measure 
Will  Peace  stream  back  and  Pleasure, 
When's  gained  that  highest  treasure — 

Bright,  peerless  Libertie ! 
The  rank  crime-weeds  brought  hither 
By  Tyranny  shall  wither 
'Neath  Freedom's  sun — or  whither 

Their  master's  gone  they'll  flee. 


Our  glorious  Land !  no  longer 
Too  weak  to  crush  the  Wronger, 
The  Stranger,  once  the  Stronger, 

Before  her  name  shall  blench. 
Then  quickly,  firmly,  rantless, 
0  cleanse  your  lives,  that  vauntless 
Ye  may  rank  among  the  Dauntless 

Who  strive  her  rights  to  wrench  ! 
Make  strong  and  rouse  your  brother, 
Each  wasting  strife  to  smother, 
Pray  God's  aid  that  our  Mother — 

Our  Land  may  yet  be  free. 
Recoil  not,  and  the  Vile  Land 
Shall  quake  to  your  and  my  Land, 
And  our  own — our  much-loved  Island 

Shine  Star  of  Libertie  ! 
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21N   peSiR   BRÓN2ÍCt)  <D'éjS   21  PtjÓSÍ)^. 

<DA  TT)-b]AÓ  b<v  A5  at)  5-cAt  i]*  rrjAic  bo  pór-pA]Óe  é, 

Mf  l,  1T)0  CfieAC  !  T)A  A5  At)  cé  ATI  CÓjtA  é ; 

)W5Í°V  V*  c^UM5e  ftrjeAricA  pófbA  ó  rt<xo]|t, 

'Sa  l]ACC  CA]ljt)  beAf  5AI)  £|Or*  CA  T)5eADAÓ  b]A  lé|! 

21  cAiribe  &)l]y  CAOjtrj;*;  a  td&tiac  rt)é, 
2lrt)  pófAÓ  A5  idi)<xoi  'fS^  Tr/irjcjtjrj  f&rxA  lé]  ; 
5ap  pA]c'  r-At)  c-fAo^eAÍ  acc  i)]  i)Ajt  b-£éirtbe  rt)é, 
'Cfi^  bA,  CAOfiA,  Y  fjocoAjtA  rt)t)A  5AI)  cé]ll! 

<Do  cfieAbpuiw,  ^uifiniJ't),  cui|t£|t)t)  fjol  '?  at)  5-crié, 
<í)o  feólpu|0T)  bA  £AO|'t)  5-cuririAC  ]f  A^lrje  Aft  bjc 

péATl, 

CbuiTi|:|T)f)  cjiú  pAOj'i)  eAC  ]f  rt)]rie  f  |úbA]l  fi]ATt)  At) 

tAOSAl, 

2l'f  b'éAló^AÓ  be  at?  le  peAfi  r;A  béAt)pAÓ  r-jt)  fé|t) ! 

21  CA^t)  beAf  bo  leAf  t)Ari  óeArifttJAÓ  cú, 
21  ófxoióe  tjai)  rtAc  ]y  trjeAf a  cA|l  A5ur-  clu  ; 
Maji  clof  6b'  bA  t'At)  tt)aca  5éirt)  t)A  I1Ú5, 
'St)íx|i  p^5AÓ  cu  ceAric  aji  peArt  50  b-cjgijt  Ai)  ú]|t! 
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A  LAMENT  AFTER  MARRIAGE. 

BY   THE   SORROWFUL   MAN. 

If  the  cat  had  cows  he  surely  could  wed  himself  high ! 
Ah  !  without  them  he  who  should  be  wed  never  need  try ; 
To  the  blear'd  hag-daughter  I  vow'd  last  night  to  be  true, 
And  my  own  fair  cailin — Heav'n  knows  what  she'll  do  ! 


O,  friends!  what  grief  was  mine  when  the  morn  shone  above, 
To  have  wed  with  a  wife  whom  /  can  never  love ; 
Without  a  rag  on  earth  'twere  better  to  be, 
Than  have  sheep,  three  cows,  and  a  goblin  wife  with  me ! 


I  could  plough,  and  harrow,  sow  the  seed  in  the  ground, 
Drive  cows  where  the  sweetest,  greenest  grass  would  be 

found, 
Shoe  steeds,  too,  the  swiftest  ever  went  or  came, 
And  sure  girls  have  fled  with  men  who  could  not  do  that 

same ! 


O,  fair  girl !  your  gain  may  it  ever  prove  a  loss, 
0,  heart  perverse ! — 0  heart  so  hard  and  cross, 
May  you  ne'er  hear  voice  of  your  cattle  in  the  field, 
And  justice  unto  you  may  mankind  never  yield ! 


11 
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2tN    CRUJ55JN    WW-1 

21  é|3fe  l^óblA  blúcA|5, 

ten/  cAob  Ar-ceAC  'rjbúft  b-criúpA]b, 

'S  éirc]^  lion?  50  r-ÚTjAC  ríáeAc  fArfj, 
3o  lé|5^e<xb  |XArtcA  cjU]T)  b^b, 
21  r)5AO|Óeil5é  blAfbA  bú]5  b|t>r>, 

'S50  t>3l<xoój:Ab  ^T1  ^0  ^í^^irsl^  ^^  1^9  ^t)  • 
OipAtt)AO]b  at)  criú^^r), 
SlAjrjce  5eAl  ÍT)0  rbÚjílTJÍtl, 

'Na  b-^U]l  A  CA|T^b]0l  CÚ5A]T)t)  CAfl  CAOjbe 
SIaí}  t/lAT)  flÁTJ  ! 

1    ANOTHER   VERSION. 

&t)  UAitt  &o  5AbA]H)  riArt, 

5o  b-IArtCAib  eiTí]oi)t); 
Cojr  leAfA  óahj  50  b-UA]5tjeAc, 

5AT)  AOT)  &ATT)  éiljoii) ; 
3un  b"é  be)ít  tja  &AO]Tje, 

'S  nrninqjt  njo  céile, 
3un  b'olc  AT)  C-AÓbATl  tíjtjív, 

tí&  le]t)b  beic  att)  é]\}oit). 

2l5ur  óIí;att)aojí>  at)  erUxTrSTt) 
5lA]t)ce  5§aI  tt)o  TÍiúiriT)]T), 

2l5Ur  Ól^ATTJAOlÍJ  AT)  CTtÚ]r5Í*?> 

lAT)  liVt)  l&T)! 
Olt;ATT;AOjb  AT)  Cí1ÚTT:5JT), 

5lA]T)ce  56aI  Tt)o  TT)úiTVT)írj, 

'5/r  cuttja  Ijon)  A  CÚ7I7TJ  bub  1)6  bívti ! 

1r  é  &e]Tt  trio  BeAi)  l]ott>, 

2lo  at/i  bujle  c&  cú  T/cÓjtt  51 1, 
CéAOATT)  a  bAjle, 

tD'olAir  í>0  bÓ|CJTJ, 

tirjo'r)  b&  6]AbAl  bo  bemiTT)  cú, 

'S  A  TIJAIMOOI)  bob'  fÓTXCfA, 

beib'  beAt)  eile  A5AIT), 
2lt)rj  5AC  bAile  beA5  *>&  T)5eAbAÓ  njé, 
&5ur  ól'(TAn;AO|b,  -jc. 
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THE  CRUISGIN  LAN.2 

0,  sons  of  glorious  Erinn ! 
I've  tidings  of  high  daring 

To  brighten  up  your  faces  pale  and  wan, 
Hearken  closely  !  gather  nearer, 
While  in  Gaelic  ringing  clearer 

We  will  pledge  them  in  a  cruisgin2  Ian !  Ian !  Ian ! 
We'll  pledge  them  in  a  cruisgin  Ian ! 
Toast-chorus. 
To  the  Brave  be  glory  ever 
Who  cross  the  seas  to  sever, 

Our  chains,  with  their  sharp  swords  drawn !  drawn ! 
drawn! 
Our  chains,  with  their  sharp  swords  drawn  ! 

Cív  óív  t)íó  At)  mo  cftojoe, 

Wac  bóic  l]b ; 
2it)  &A  eeAigAtj  p]t)5ii)  t>A  b-ru]l|nj, 

Wa  n-5Ujn), 
Kuaiti  rá]5iTTjfe  CAfl.  At)  b-cujle, 

Kf  b]óaAt)t)  pii>5in  Am  pócx\ó, 
'Sir  péin&e  At)  bAile, 

WUAiri  nACAlIT)  CATt  CeÓflAJt)1), 

2l5ur  óli:An)A0it5,  -\c. 

21  5heAttv\VcAi5  !  a  núnAi5  ! 

2lt)  j:ot)t)  leAc  m£  óAofiA, 
K6  n)o  cAUttAc  cum  cúince, 

STJAjt  5^All  ATi  At)  C-AOJ)  t)íó ; 

2T)Afi  a  &-c|5eA6  ffAfc  rú^  cúsAmrA, 

2l5lir  CÚi)C,\r  &0  6é*\TjA:Í), 

baAilpió  n)é  t)A  cTtúr5A0]óe 
'5t)A  p]ot)c  Alt  a  céjle, 

2l5ur  ól£AH)Aoi&,  -|C. 

8  This  seems  to  be  the  song  of  an  envoy  sent  from  the  Irish 
Brigade  with  tidings  of  their  intention  to  return  to  their  native  Isle ; 
and  is  probably  a  kind  of  sequel  to  "  Ho  !  boys,  grasp  your  glasses 
and  fill  up,"  &c.  at  p.  117. — En. 

3  It  is  scarcely  necessary  (unfortunately)  to  say  this  is  pronounced 
crooshgeen  laun,  and  signifies  "  a  full  little  jug"  (in  French  cruche.) 
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)X  beóri<vc  bo]\h  búbac  f]t)i), 
'Crtejrbr'e  A5  cAifb^ol  cftjúé  b]rr), 

21  3-céjt)  cAjt  leAfi  a  5-cúi5íó|b  V^W  Í 
r^AOjb  le  peAftaib  úrtcrioiÓeAc, 
Ba  rbjAr)  I10T17  fcAb  le  bújl  5TMT>r), 
3<vt)  cIaoiia  A5  bUir-e  *t>  c|iú||*5ír)  l&r>  lag  l&ifc 

5ai}  cIao^a  A5  blA|fe  A11  cfiú|f*5ír)  l&D  - 

2ir>  c-Aor)Tt)AC  CA^lce  curt)  T]T)t), 
Í)A  lé]5peAÓ  peAfbA  cÚ5^r)r)  ^5, 

SéAftlur-  ceAfic  'yb  cjtúp^ije  flArj ! 
Seirbpifi  yo]\b  r-ujjAc  rÍ3e<vc, 
Saoji  5AI)  col  a  b]Ú5pAO|óe, 
Le  pe^le  a  m-bejb'  r-Ar)  5-cftú]r5ít)  lAr)  Iát)  Ur> ! 

Le  pé)le  a  ro-bejó'  fAT)  5-c|tú|f5ít)  l&t)  • 

OlpATt)<VO|b,  *ic. 

3^c  ó^feATi  crjeAfbA  clurbtql  b]r)V> 
/D'ati  cac  a  rxófi  't*At)  3-C|túir3írj, 

2t)Ari  fújl  50  b-cpcpAO  CÚ5A11J1;  TH5  b-cfiiHC  • 
31<^cac  lArjrj  tja  lArb  Tjftojbe 
Ca  cA]|*b|ol  cÚ5A]T)T)  cjte  cú^óe, 
'S  ólf  An?  peAfbA  Ai)  qtúif^r)  lAi)  I  At)  Iai?  ! 

'S  ólpMi)  ^eAfbA  at)  criufr^r;  Iátj  ! 

OlpATOAOjb,  ^c. 

2tt)  criéAb  fo  'tKMf  £A  súoaÓajd, 

21  b-ceAropA^U  cójft  ati  b-pft|or)r)f*AÓA]b, 

T^riéjspib  ^eAfbA  aji  5-cúf5ió]b  fc&jc, 
B|Ab  5AO|6e]l  ajijj*  50  b-úftcftO]6eAC, 
21  b-qtéAb  'f a  rt)-bA|lce  clúífjujl  beAcc, 
21' f  ólpAit)  peAfbA  At)  Cftúj^t)  l&t)  lAt)  Ur> ! 

215UT-  ólpAtr;  ^eAfbA  At)  cpu^t)  Iat)  ! 

OlpATTjAOjb,  *|c. 
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Through  sorrows  dark  and  dreary, 
Through  journeys  long  and  weary, 

With  heart  that  never  'blenched,  I  have  gone, 
From  the  Trusted  and  True-hearted — 
Would  to  God !  I'd  never  parted 

The  Brigade  round  the  cruisgin  Ian,  Ian,  Ian, 
The  Brigade !  boys,  a  cruisgin  Ian ! 


Heaven  grant  a  waveless  ocean, 
Southern  gales  of  swiftest  motion, 

Till  our  king  and  his  troops  tread  the  lawn, 
The  thund'ring,  brave,  undaunted, 
They'll  restore  us — much  we  want  it — 

Our  Freedom  !  boys,  a  cruisgin  Ian,  Ian,  Ian, 
Our  Freedom  in  a  cruisgin  Ian ! 


Young  men  whose  hearts  are  eager 
To  spurn  the  foreign  leaguer, 

And  impatient  wait  for  Liberty  to  dawn, 
Prepare  your  guns  and  lances, 
For  swift  the  host  advances 

Of  our  king,  all  in  battle  order  drawn,  drawn,  drawn, 
Of  your  king  all  in  battle  order  drawn  ! 


From  our  temples  rent  and  riven 
The  Saxon  shall  be  driven, 

Shall  vanish  from  your  gleaming  blades  and  brawn, 
And  free  throughout  our  sireland 
The  Irish  shall  rule  Ireland, 

To  that  day,  then,  a  cruisgin  Ian,  Ian,  Ian, 
To  that  day,  boys,  a  cruisgin  Ian ! 
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2t)&K2i  21K  2t)2iJ<t)JN   <DUJT% 

wszemvo  o'bnoit*  no  c^m 

2t)ó|tA  aji  Tidbit)  bu^c  a  péiribe<vT)  c]U]t), 

)X  -pocAiTt  bo  cobl<\T)i)  cu  'frrjé  50  bubAC, 

6^516  Ab  feAfATt)  'f  céjTjeArr)  curt)  fiub^l, 

5o  i)-A^cpe65Art)  Aft  r>-eACftA  50  cl&fi  5oaI  2t)urbAr;. 

f\ox  c-ATT)]ti}  \bo  flofr>r>e  bArt)  £éir>  A|i  b-cúf , 
2l|i  eA5U  beA|trt)Aib  cu^e  tydtv&V  ; 
30  Tt)-b]AÓ  A5AT17  leAt)b  'f0^  ^e1^  £A  curb^b 
'Srrjo civ]  jtbe  be^c  Ab^eA|i5 If  oro 50  b-céf  31 xy  fArj  úf  ft ! 

^fof*  Tt)'Air)|n)  'pijo  flofrvrje  bufc  ^éft)  aji  b-cúf, 
)X  me  KffxeAfib  O'BfiOft)  ó  clAfi  5eAÍ  2t)úrbAr) ; 

'CA  CAffleAfT)  ^AbA  56aIa  Y  f  AfllAf^eACC  CÚJATT), 

'S  1t?5Íot)  T^IT16  t>*  coflle  5lA]fe  A5  f^Afl  bAff- 
bAH}'  cúrbAÓ. 

2t)<V  CA  CAffleAfT)  -pAbA  5eAÍA  '5Uf  lA|tlu|5eACC  cú- 

5Ab, 
3beAbA]|t  A|t)5i|t  6éAb  CAflce  ATjuf  rrjOfiAr)  púpc, 
21  rrj-befo'  cftf  aII  uAffle  a  b-Cf-5  b-^cAft,  'f  frjor>  Aft 

búfftb, 

'St)í  b'fíUfl  5T)6Ó    A3Ab|*A,    A    TbA]tCA|5,    b'AOf)    bAH)' 

fdjic. 

T^Afft  Iforrj  'x  cAféeócAÓ  cú  cujbfteATjr)  flój, 
T^Afft  l^ort?  'f*  CAjceócAÓ  cú  xíor>  ^T1  bóftb  ; 
TA|ceócAb  cú  b-^u|be  rrj-beió'  ftAfrjce  'f  ceól, 
'S  cAfúeóÓAb  cu  leAbA  rrj-befó  a  cnj  atj  t>a  b-Sfi. 

1  This  song  is  the  joint  production  of  a  wealthy  young  country 
squire  named  O'Breen,  and  a  neighbouring  peasant  girl  in  humble 
circumstances  with  whom  he  fell  deeply  in  love.      From  the  sim- 
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HAIL!  0  FAIR  MAIDEN! 

RISTEARD   O'BROIN    SANG. 

"  Hail !  0  fair  maiden  !  this  morning  fair, 
Tis  calm  are  thy  slumbers  and  I  in  despair, 
Rise  and  make  ready  and  turning  our  steeds 
We'll  travel  together  to  Munster's  meads." 


"  Tell  first  thy  christian  and  surname  too, 
Lest  what's  said  about  Munster  men  might  come  true, 
They'd  take  me  in  joy  and  they'd  leave  me  in  rue 
To  bear  my  kin's  scorn  my  whole  life  thro'." 


"  I'll  tell,  first,  my  christian  and  surname  true, — 

Risteard  O'Brin  from  o'er  Munster's  dew, 

I'm  heir  to  an  Earl  and  to  long  towers  white, 

And  for  me  dies  the  child  of  the  Green  wood- Knight !" 


"  If  thou'rt  heir  to  an  Earl  and  to  long  towers  -white, 
Thou'lt  get  rich  maidens  plenty  to  be  thy  delight, 
Who've  peers  as  their  fathers  and  hold  the  high  cheer, 
Thou  needest  my  humble  sort  not — Cavalier  !" 


"  Come  with  me,  and  thou,  too,  shalt  sit  with  peers, 
Come  with  me,  and  thou,  too,  shalt  hold  high  cheers, 
Thou'lt  have  halls  where  are  dances  and  music  old, 
Thou'lt  have  couches,  the  third  of  each  red  with  gold  !' 


plicity  of  the  language,  it  would  appear,  at  least,  to  be  about  two 
or  three  centuries  old  if  not  older.  The  O'Breens  inherited  estates 
in  the  county  of  Clare  in  former  times ;  and  the  hero  of  the  pre- 
sent effusion  may  be  of  that  race. — J.  O'D. 
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Wjojt  cAiq^eA]*  a  b-ci^  rr/ACAfi  Ti]An  bo  flój, 
W^ofi  cAici^At*  a  beACA-ufr^je  t)A  fíot?  An  bonb ;     , 
Mjoft  cAjcijeAf  t?a  b<xllu^6e  a  TO-b^oc  nAjoce  *y  ceól 
'S  irjon  cA]cf5eAfA  leabA  ro-b|AÓ  a  cn|Ar>  t)A  b_óft. 

B'féfbin  30  i)5eAbrí)AO]f  At)  jtób  -po  ff  Ap» 
3o  n)-b]A6  ófi  buibe  An  Aft  5-cÓTr-cJ5e  a'|*  5TM*T7> 
21  rrófnín  i^o^i  cojn  6u|c  n?e  rbeAllAb  oíoj*  -piAÓ 
2t)<vn  ca  roe  cejoo  bneoróce  t*eAl  pAbA  Ab  bjA^j. 


2t)ájR6  Bi)62i5  <t)Q  B2tRK2t. 

21  2t)l)A||te  015  bo  BAnnA  bo  rÓAnb'  cu  ro'|OOCTOO> 
^D'^ás  cu  beó  beAlb  roe  5A0  f|Of  baro  rf)uiotin; 
2ln  roo  lu|je  6attj  An  roo  WbA  it*  one  a  frjro  A5 
cuirbt)eAb 

'SaJI  TT)'é|Tl5l6  ÓATt)  ATI  TOAlbjO  TtJAfl  &0  CeA^  CU  AT> 

crioibe  '«ato. 

21  2t)b^lTie  5IAC  roo  corbAinle  o&  feólcAn  cu  An 

c-AirbleAf, 
SeAcuiT)  at)  r,cri6iT)r,e  -peAti  féjbce  oa  b-AÓo^nce; 
3^ble]|*At)  ó|5^eA|t  tja ^Iao^at)  fiAbO'plAioo  Ajrt, 
Póf  é  bo  5TIÁ6  néiócj5  or*  é  if  cojl  leb'  rbuirjqru 

<Do  fjl  roe  cu  rbeAlUb  le  bniAcnA  'fl^  PÓ3AÓ, 
<t)o  f|l  roe  cú  rbeAllAÓ  le  leAbAjtcA  'yle  rodjbe  ; 
<t)o  fit  roe  cu  róeAlUó  An  bneACAb  oa  b-eónoAOO 
21cc  b'f A5  cu  bubAC  beAlb  An  ceACC  bo'o  nj-bliAJ- 
Ait)  t)Úaó  roe. 

)X  AOib]t)0  bo'o  caIatt)  a  fiubUoo  cú  jréjo  A]n, 
)f  AoibiT)o  bo'o  caIato  Afi  a  r*e]ooeAO  cu  béATifA  ; 
)\  AO]bit)r)  bo'o  CAUrb  ViA]n  luj^eAO  cu  y. A  éAb<\c, 
'Sir  n°  ^oibjoo  bo'o  b-peAri  A^eAOAÓ  cu  roAncéile. 


OF   MUNSTER. 

"  I'm  not  used  at  my  mother's  to  sit  with  hosts, 
I'm  not  used  at  the  board  to  have  wines  and  toasts, 
I'm  not  used  to  the  dance-halls  with  music  old, 
Nor  to  couches,  the  third  of  each  red  with  gold." 

0,  might  we  go  westward  yon  bright  path  o'er, 
With  gold  and  with  sun  would  our  coach  shine  more, 
And  sure  'tis  not  justice  to  grieve  me  sore, 
For  long,  long  I'm  heart-sick  for  thee,  Mo  Stor  ! 


169 


FAIRY  MARY  BARRY. 

0,  fairy  Mary  Barry,  I  tarry  down-hearted, 
Unknown  to  friend  or  kin  health  and  wealth  have  departed, 
When  I'm  going  to  my  bed,  or  I  wake  in  the  morning, 
My  thought  is  still  of  you  and  your  cruel,  cruel  scorning. 

0,  fairy  Mary  Barry,  take  counsel  my  bright  love, 
And  send  away  the  stranger  from  out  of  your  sight,  love, 
For  all  his  fine  airs,  there's  more  truth  in  me,  love, 
Then  come  to  me,  mo  croid'e  I1  since  our  parents  agree,  love. 

I  thought  I  could  coax  you  with  promise  and  kisses, 
I  thought  I  could  coax  you  with  vows  and  caresses, 
I  thought  I  could  coax  you  ere  yellowed  the  barley, 
But  you've  left  me,  to  the  New-Year,  in  sore  sorrow  fairly  ! 

Tis  delight  unto  the  earth  when  your  little  feet  press  it, 
Tis  delight  unto  the  earth  when  your  sweet  singings  bless  it, 
Tis  delight  unto  the  earth  when  you  lie,  love,  upon  it, 
But  oh,  his  high  delight  who  your  heart,  love,  has  won  it ! 

1  Mochree. 
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*Do  f  |ubAlpA^r)i)  <vti  c-|*rt&]b  le&c  Aft  Iajiíi  a't*  trie 

ATT)  AOT)A]l, 

<t)o  ftACA|iiri  CAft  f  Aile  5AT1  bA  pi^iD  rptté  leAC ; 
$t)o  tjaoÓaIca  ']•  tt}0  cat  jibe  30  Ia't?  bftAc  bo  cjiéj3- 

'Sso  b-cÓ5f:&6  ó'r>  rti-bAf  trie  acc  a  TtAÓ  5utt  leAt 
t:é]í)  trie. 

4)o  C113AT;,   Y&0  ^u5Ar>  'T*>o  £113  trje  ótt/  ctioióe 

3|teAT)r)  buix, 
2l|t   Tt)A|biT)   lív  ^eil  2t)uj|te  t;a   3-CAiTibeAll  r*Ar) 

ceATtipAll ; 

<t)0  fUjl/jr)  bA  5l<Mfe   V*  u1T3e  t)^  T^eATTJATlCA, 

2Tf  bo  beil^T)  bA  b|T)t)e  r>A  bfiujb  'TmAijt  a  lAbAfiAi). 

«D'ólpAirjT),  'f  b  oIt;aitit),  'f  b'ólj:Air>r>  bo  fUciíjce, 
21 V  bA   TT)-be]b|r)t)   atx   bófib    loji^e    b'ólpAir)!)    t?í 

b'treAftrt.  f, 
C)a  rti-beib|T}t)t*e  ati?  DAOAlcftA  b'o]lp]T)T)  bo  bAbAT), 
Sub  oftc  'f  ól  beoc  'p  b|A  bo  beAÉAÓ  Ab  rHA|í)ce. 
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I  could   wander  thro'  the  streets  hand-in-hand  with  my 

true  love, 
I  would  sail  the  salt  sea  with  no  fortune  but  you,  love  ; 
My  nearest  and  my  dearest  I'd  leave  them  for  ever, 
And  you'd  raise  me  from  death  if  you  said  "  We'll   ne'er 

sever !" 


I  gave  you — 0,  I  gave  you — I  gave  you  my  whole  love, 
On  the  festival  of  Mary  my  poor  heart  you  stole  love ! 
With  your  soft  green  eyes  like  dew-drops  on  corn  that  (is 

springing, 
With  the  music  of  your  red  lips  like  sweet  starlings  singing ! 


I'd  toast  you — 0,  I'd  toast  you,  I'd  toast  you  right  gladly, 
And  if  I  were  on  ship-board  I'd  toast  you  less  sadly, 
And  if  I  were  your  sweet-heart  thro'  Erinn  so  wide,  love, 
None  could  see — (here's  your  bright  healtbj — so  happy   a 
bride,  love  ! 
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ejBl)UJN   21  HÚJN.1 

Ocl) !  le  5fi&8  6u]c  r;fl  tiaóajic  Art)  ceAnn, 

21  6|bliD  !  a  fcúiu  ! 
Bb^ic  A5  cnAcc  o|tc  if  AO]bneAf  Ijorn, 
21  eiblfr  !  a  Rú|d  ! 
2t)o  rboitoa^l  nó  srqnn  ir  cú, 

SólAf*  AT)  C-|*AO]5]l  it  cu, 

2t)o  5]ieAt}t}  'tido  TT)e]bi|t  jf  cu, 

2l6iblít)!  aBújo! 
2t)o  b|tu]T)T)eAll-f  a  50  be^n  if  cu, 
2t)o  colún  bÁ  b-£U]l  f  An  5-coill  ]f  cu, 
'S  An  rno  cnoioe-f]  nfl  l]A|5eA-f  5AT)  cu, 

aeibii!)!  aKuid! 

• 

Le  cújjtcéif  V  clú  beAcú§<\8 

21  6iblíD  !  a  Kú|t} ! 
«DúbnAif  bnéAj  t)0  ir  lioiD  £é|n  cu, 

2l6iblfr!  aRú,í)! 
)|*  bneATjCA  't)A  BbértUf  cu, 
J|*  Á]lr)e  nA  né]lc|Ort  cu, 
2t)o  t)élet)  5AT)  bé|m  IV  Zlh 

216^1^!  aFú,d! 
2t)o  nóf,  "50  l-|l,  rtjo  caou  if*  cu, 
2t)o  fcón  bÁ  b-^u]l  'fAt)  c-^ao5aI-|*o  cú, 
Run  rt)0  ó|iO|8e  'frno  clé]b  ]p  cu, 

21  ^iblíD  !  a  RúTn ! 


1  G|blít)  A  TtúlO,  i-eM  ^^era  íAe  treasure  of  my  heart.  This  song  is 
the  composition  of  a  Munster  bard  of  the  seventeenth  century,  whose 
name  at  present  we  are  unable  to  ascertain.  His  object  in  writing 
the  song  was  principally  to  excel  the  Connaught  version,  and  in 
which,  notwithstanding  the  fame  of  the  author,  Carroll  O'Daly, 
as  a  poet,  and  the  soul-inspiring  subject  of  his  muse,  he  has  suc- 
ceeded.    As  the  subject  which  gave  rise  to  the  composition  is  now 


I 
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OF   MUNSTER. 

EIBHLIN  A  RUIN!2 

Air  : — "  Eibhlin  a  ruin."" 

Oh !  I'm  dazzled  with  love  for  thee, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin ! 
To  praise  you  is  joy  to  me, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin  ! 
My  Glory  most  bright  and  fair, 
My  Solace  thro'  all  life's  care, 
My  Mirth  and  my  Gladness  rare, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin  ! 
0,  nurse  amid  sorrow,  sure, 
0,  Dove  of  the  Wood,  so  pure, 
My  breaking  heart  only  cure, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin  ! 


With  thy  frankness  and  spotless  youth, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin ! 
Could  you  deceive  my  truth  ! 

Eibhlin  a  ruin ! 
More  beauteous  than  Venus,  far, 
More  fair  than  the  midnight  star, 
My  Helen  without  stain  you  are  ! 

Eibhlin  a  ruin ! 
My  red  Rose,  my  Lily  white, 
My  Treasure  unfading  bright, 
Darling !  my  soul's  delight ! 

Eibhlin  a  ruin ! 

•so  familiar  to  every  lover  of  the  muse  of  our  country,  we  will  only 
refer  the  reader  to  Hardiman's  Irish  Minstrelsy,  vol.  I.,  pp.  328, 
356,  and  to  the  Dublin  Journal,  Nos.  1,  2,  and  3,  (1858)  where  the 
legend  which  gave  rise  to  the  composition  is  ably  related  by  Mr. 
O'Flanagan.— J.  O'D. 

2  Pr.   "Ne-yeen,   or  Ive-leen  a  roon,"   but  commonly    written 
Eileen  aroon.     It  means,  "  Eibhlin,  0  secret  love  !"     The  romantic 
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Racj:a|T)t)  cAfi  fAile  leAc, 

aeiblju!  aRúio! 
'Sso  beó  beó  r>í  £A5fuit)T)  cú, 

2l6ibljo!  aRúit)! 
te  fc<x]ic<v|b  bo  bné-xspAitJt)  cu, 
í)o  blAfpA-|t>t)  bo  béAl  50  blue, 
2Tf  ffaFitW  30  r^rf)  leb'  curt) 

ae^biii)!  aKuid 

"Cb^bAnfAitír)  Aonu^eAcc  bujc  cot]*  attxvt;, 

T^AO]  5éA5A]b  sUfA  CftATJI}, 

Ceól  i?a  i;-éAT)  atw  óp  Afi  5-ceAT)t), 
2l6|blíT)!  aKújd! 

te  bjo3fio>i|*  cAfi  beACA  óu^c, 

21  6|blíi) !  a  Ru^ ! 
4)0  tu^6^]i)r)  A]t  leAbA  leAc, 

21  6|blíD •!  a  Kúiu  í 
^'"P^rSKIW  aid'  3éA5A]b  tu, 
Cbo|r)5eocAiT;r)  50  féATjrbAft  tu, 
SbT^ópA^r)  cAn  AOt)  beAt)  cú, 

2t6iblír)!  aRú^! 
21  fiéilqoi)  Tt)A]feAC  tuoOattjuiI, 
Sul  a  rí}-be|6|i)f)  buic  bur)-of-c|OT)r); 
Ocb  !  6a5a6  bA  cú-jfje  l|orr), 

aeibljij!  4%! 

story  connected  -with  this  beautiful  air  and,  perhaps,  those  words 
is  so  well  known  that  I  shall  only  repeat  it  briefly.  The  com- 
poser, Carrol  O'Daly,  was  attached  to  a  young  chieftainess,  Eibhlin 
Cavanach,  but,  being  called  from  the  country,  her  relatives,  who 
were  opposed  to  him,  contrived  to  make  it  appear  to  Eibhlin  that 
he  was  unfaithful,  and  prevailed  upon  her  despair  to  wed  one  of 
their  friends.  Carrol  returned  on  the  eve  of  the  nuptials,  and, 
wandering  in  grief  along  the  sea-shore  with  his  harp,  composed 
this  air.     Next  day  being  introduced  to  the  castle,   disguised  as  a 
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I'd  cross  the  salt  sea  with  you, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin  ! 
I'd  ne'er — ne'er  flee  from  you, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin ! 
What  soft  tales  I'd  tell  to  you, 
I'd  taste  your  lips'  sweetness,  too, 
I'd  sing,  'mid  the  lulling  dew, 

"  Eibhli»  a  ruin !" 
I'd  bring  you  where  rivers  glide, 
Where  green  boughs  o'ershade  the  tide, 
'Neath  music  of  birds  to  bide, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin ! 

A  joy  beyond  life  would  bless, 

Eibhlin  a  rum ! 
Should  I  wed  your  loveliness, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin  ! 
My  fond  arm  would  circle  you, 
My  heart  be  your  guardian  true, 
Ne'er  cailin  were  loved  like  you, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin ! 
My  beauteous  Star,  mild  and  clear, 
Sooner  than  cause  a  tear, 
0,  Death — it  were  welcome  here, 

Eibhlin  a  ruin!1 

minstrel,  he  sang  to  his  harp  (prohably)  the  above  words.  She  re- 
cognised him  and  sent  him  a  token,  signifying  that  she  was  true  to 
him,  and  that  evening  they  fled  together. — Er. 

1  Handel  is  reported  to  have  said  that  "  he  would  rather  be  the 
author  of  this  air  than  of  all  the  music  he  had  ever  composed. 
Eibhlin  is  synonymous  with  EUie,  as  in  an  exquisite  ballad  by  Dr. 
Campion  of  Kilkenny  in  the  Celt  for  March,  1858 — "  O'Dwyer  the 
Desperado" — Er. 

"  He  had  no  heart  for  human  kind, 
For  it  was  buried  deep, 
Under  a  tree,  Ellie— EUie— 
With  your  cold  corpse  asleep." 
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6JS<D  21   B1)62IN   Bl)OC1)t>! 


21  |tv\0|ft  'f*  TT)e  A5  Tf)ACCl)Ati)  Atl)  AOt)AH  coif*  leAfA, 

2in  cUot)  cuuca  tDAllA^ce  ad  c-f*A05u]l; 
21  n  luce  é]é|5  bo  fp<vlpAÓ  rjívn  né|ó  b| a  bA  t)-At)Art), 

2ícc  CéAbCA  ACO  cacca  'f'A  f  jt)eAÓ  : — 
<Do  céApt)A]b  Art)  A]ce  ai)  rpejnbeAr)  caoid  CAjlce, 

'S  a  cn^ob-polc  léj  rS^iPIS^e,  f5AOjlce, 

^5  ^^AU^ol  ^3  CA1)AÓ  At)  béAftpA  5AT)  IA5A, 

21  rr?-b|AÓ  5AO|be]l-bo|cc  pAO|  Acujupe  cojbee ! 

Cu]t  j:a.        6|fb  a  beAT)  bocc, 
Na  be^c  Y  t>&  50]l, 
6>]fx  a  be  At)  bocc 
'S  b]  cao|1)  lft)i}  ;  — 

MliAjfl  CUAOCf*Afl  5AC  pOC, 

Cbujn  bo  cnéAbf a  £A  co|f, 
2lt)  A]c|teAb  2t)f)]leAb, 
5beAbA]|t  ru]5e  'pqs  ! 


21  búbA] ne rt)é  bA  ppeA3A|fie,  i)A  jéjllbo  luce  pcAnéA, 

<Da  ti)é|b  bo  bí  A5U]t)t)  b'Afi  5-cIaojó  bpb ; 
"CjtAOCVArDAOjb  5«*U*1&  t)Á  6é|5  fjg  V  OnAi)5e, 

'S  3AC  AOt)  e]le  feAfri)A|ó  bA  t)-bl/J5e  p|t)  :  — 
'S  e  le^ceAfi  A|*  beACA  i?a  i)Aori)  'po*  O-AbpcAl, 

)f  5éjll|6  uAjtt)  peAfbA  5un  ppn  é, 
Sul  b|AÓ  céAb  a  5~c\x\c  cAjce  be|6  6jue  leó  p 3ApcA, 

2l'f  3AO]8e^l  bocc  a  b-peAnAt)t)  a  fji^feAjt ! 
6|}*b  a  be  At)  bocc !  *]C. 
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SAD  ONE,  0  HEAR! 


As  I  pondered  alone  by  an  old  ruined  tower, 

On  the  false  sinful  ways  of  the  world, 
On  the  traitors  who  all  for  the  gain  of  an  hour 

Let  their  souls  into  ruin  be  hurled. 
There  neared  me  a  maiden  whose  fair  cheek  was  paling 

In  grief,  'neath  her  bright. tresses  streaming, 
A  heart-grieving  chant  she  was  mournfully  wailing, 

"  Shall  the  Gael  aye  in  bondage  lie  dreaming. 


Chorus  Sad  One  !  0  hear, 

Wail  not  nor  fear, 
Sad  One  !  0  hear 
Us,  around  thee, 
We  will  chace  thy  fierce  foe, 
We  will  banish  thy  woe, 
And  in  Freedom's  fair  mansion, 
We'll  crown  thee  I 


I  answered,  "  0  heed  not  the  dastardly  faction, 

Whose  lies  our  fair  hopes  would  encumber, 
We'll  trample  the  Saxon  and  base  Orange  faction, 

And  all  of  their  black-hearted  number. 
For  'tis  writ  in  the  lives  of  the  holy  and  sainted, 

(We'll  trust  in  their  prophecies  glorious), 
"  Ere  a  century  goes — our  wild  pray'rs  will  be  granted, 

And  the  Gael  be  in  Erinn,  victorious." 
Sad  One,  0  hear,  &c. 
12 
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Sul  a  b-£&5£ atd  At)  OAjle  pAO^  óeojn  bul  curt)  caca, 

Be]6  5Á|tbA  rtAc  TTjeArA  t?a  f  u]5e  'sujtit) ; 
Cburt)  At)  jnÁ^n-fljocc  bo  fcjtACAb  t>a  fpÁ5A  'bffi 
eACAjb, 
'Sa  5-cnArrt<x  bo  Iat*a  t)a  b-ce^ncib  : — 
2^5   CAbA]|tC   T»AfA1Tb   Art   TttAT*lA&   3AC    fAi|t-f|fi   bo 
CA^lleAO, 

'S  f A3OAÓ  A  T^Ia^A  ']*A||t  b]b||tC,  [Urt>, 

Be^b  cn&cc  £Ab  bo  TbAifi^Ó  cIatjt)  216att)  Aft  An  ca- 
3o  be  at)  bAr*  bo  piAfft  3Tiacait>t)  at)  fejll  feo  ! 
6]fb  a  beAT)  bocb  !  *yc. 

Mí  Afi  cAob  cnojc  t)Á  CAftirtrt  ]f  TbeiTin  Iftwe  cati- 

7"Mn3>, 
Le  cé]le  'r*eA&  sIat)^  attj  t)a  tforiCA  ;  [n?uibr 

Be^b  cne-jTKpjn.  t)Ati  n-A]ce  t)Ari  ttaot)  fif  attj  bA  t;a- 
2lcc  céAbcA  'co  leA3AÓ  \&  fine : — 

p]Tl  TTJAolA  50  CApAfÓ  'f  pAOOATl  ATI  A  lArtt)Afb, 
'Slf  CTIAOCCA  bfAÓ  ATUTJ  AT)  JVJ3  'cO, 

21  b-CAob  3AO]6il  boccA  TneArAiTnpe  a  3-cej  n-b  \  a 
T)-Aifbe, 
CeAb  ]*aocaiti  ATI  CATiftufnc  at)  TVjce  t 

&jtt  a  beAT)  bocc, 
Ma  béjc  'fnA  30^1, 
6/jrc  a  beAT)  bocc, 

'S  b]  CAO]t)  IfOT); 
MllAlfl  CflAOCfATl  3AC   y^OCt 

CbuiT1  k°  cjtéAbA  j:a  co]tv 
2ln  AfcTteAb  2t)blleAb, 

SbeAbAjTt  r«15e  'rcT5- 
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Round  the  ranks  of  the  brave  a  bold  phalanx  shall  rally, 

A -thirst  for  revenge  and  for  glory, 
And  they'll  chace  the  foul  foe  over  mountain  and  valley, 

With  a  vengeance  unheard  of  in  story. 
In  their  rage  they  will  trample  and  tear  them  asunder, 

Could  the  Vengeance  of  Ages  be  sparing  ? 
0,  while  Adam's  tribe  lives,  men  shall  whisper  in  wonder, 

The  fate  of  the  Saxons  in  Erinn  ! 
Sad  One,  0  hear,  &c. 


Not  on  hill-side  or  cam,  our  clans  we  will  muster, 

But  through  the  broad  country  we'll  gather, 
And  heroes  shall  lead  us,  of  fame's  brightest  lustre, 

Whose  swords  have  stained  lowland  and  heather ! 
Men  nimble  and  bold,  whose  keen  weapons  of  power 

Of  foes  shall  clear  mountain  and  valley, 
Oh,  the  Gael  shall  rejoice  in  fair  Liberty's  bower, 

When  once  the  bold  pike-men  shall  rally. 


Sad  One  !  0  hear, 
Wail  not,  nor  fear 
Sad  One !  0  hear 

Us  around  thee, 
We  will  chace  thy  fierce  foe, 
We  will  banish  thy  woe, 
And  in  Freedom's  fair  mansion 

We'll  crown  thee ! 
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N2t  SUlJNtJSt)^. 

uiin&so  o'connme  no  cwn. 


>^oi)r):— 64rt)0i)n  2lt)  C1)t)0}C. 
* 


Moderately  -Jf  ■ 
Slow.      gj 
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I 


g>    J  J  {jU:jJ7~J~i[jt:J  #■  JB 


^7g|g^^^ 


P 


* 


J  j  jJI*h  z^Jl  J  TT, 


m 


Sl&rj  curt)  r)A  5-ct)OC,  'f  currj  Afib  ;z;le<xt)t)A  at>  t-pttilc, 

^5Uf  fl&u  leAcfA  a  ^Cblob|tA]b  2i|t<viDt) ; 
Cb«"J  Sbe^5<M^  5ll  U]  Cbu|fic,    f  SbéArr)v\]f  3AT) 

le  f  A0]i  ceAb  on/  cojl  céab  fl&n  cu^b  : — 
5^c  Ia  frjoc  A5uinn  ceAb  vawtó  A5uf  coo, 

B^-lTte  A5UI*  tiu^c  CA|t  é]f  foÁÓA]Tf>  feAl, 
21  n  vnó\x)ze  úy\x)  bo5  cun  feóUó  fAOj  poc, 

S]r>  fUr;  len?'  50^  bo'n  n&i5  fin ! 
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THE  FAREWELLS. 

WILLIAM    o'CONNERY    SANG. 

Air  : — ;' Edmund  of  ttie  Hills" 

William  O'Connery,  author  of  the  present  song,  was  a  native  of 
Tipperary,  and  having  been  intended  for  the  priesthood  by  his  pa- 
rents, had  to  repair  to  the  Continent  to  complete  his  ecclesiastical 
studies,  and  receive  Holy  Orders,  as  the  penal  laws  made  it  incum- 
bent on  candidates  for  this  office  so  to  do.  During  his  stay  there 
he  composed  this  song,  and  transmitted  it  home  in  a  letter  to  his 
friends  in  Tipperary.  After  his  ordination  he  returned  to  his  native 
land,  and  was  parish  priest  of  Bansha  in  the  year  1766.  The 
original  song  of  GArnonn  At)  C\]X)Q]ct  or  Edmund  of  the  Hills,  to  the 
air  of  which  the  present  one  is  composed,  is  one  of  a  very  melan- 
choly character,  and  has  always  been  highly  popular.  It  is  pre- 
sumed to  be  one  of  those  airs  begotten  of  "  the  last  disgraceful 
century,"  and  reflects,  in  its  plaintive  or  rather  desponding  expres- 
sion, the  fate  that  had  befallen  the  land  and  its  people  in  that  dis- 
astrous era.  A  short  sketch  of  Eamonn,  will  be  found  at  page  218 
of  our  First  Series.  To  the  persecutions  suffered  by  the  Irish,  and 
by  the  bards,  who  were  particularly  obnoxious  to  the  party  in 
power,  we  are  indebted  for  many  effusions  of  this  sort.— J.  O'D. 


Farewell  to  the  hills  and  farewell  the  gay  glen, 
And  farewell  to  thyself,  Tipperary  ! 

To  Seamas  and  Seaan,1  two  bright  faultless  men, 
My  heart  sends  a  hundred  unchary. 

"We  used,  long  ago,  to  vault  and  to  chace, 
And  to  run  after  swimming  the  river, 

And  o'er  smooth  springy  bogs  the  foot-ball  to  race- 
Here's  farewell  to  such  longings  for  ever. 

1  Pr.  Shemus  and  Shaun. 
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SIAT)  CUTT)  T)A  b-^DAT)t) lt)0  ^TIAÓ  llOf  T)A  P3AII, 

'Ssac  pAjnc  óeAf  bA  t>3AbroAO|f  z\i]te  ; 
SIat)  curt)  at)  bneAm  Af  cum  Aftb-3uc  t)a  r)3leAr)rj, 

ÍD'^^bAmujnoe  at>  Am  AO|bit)i) ! 
*Ca  mo  flAipce  50  £<xt)1)  ó  nAioig  m&  r)ur)r>, 

'S  T)A  ttt&CCAlb  liom  a^  Am  t>a  bAOjfe, 
2t)Ajt  a  n?-bíó'  bA]fie  A3up  3fieAtm  le  £A5Ail  AT)t>  30 
T*Amuit>, 

2l5uf  fUr)  le  tjaji  Iiutjca  Bnigjbe  ! 

SIat)  cum  t)A  2t]úri)AT)  \  cum  SbeA5A|T>  3fl  be  Bunc, 

^5wf  r^O  cu-zjAib  50  blue  le  cé]le  ; 
SIad  entry  ?)A  CuIac  mAft  a  m-frjoc  at)  3fteAr;t), 

2I3U1*  T*5A|ribeAC  be'rj  m-bfiArmbA  bAOfi  lejp — 
Ta  rr>o  f lAirjce  30  pAr)t)  ó  riAiTjjj;  me  Arm, 

'S  T>A  CriACCA]b  nA&  IjOTT)  ATI  ^tJb^OCAlll, 

í)o  CAill  rr>é  rpo  fjubAl  rtjo  vault  \  two  luc, 
O  b'^A3  mé  at)  c-S|irjn  'x&r)  KAe-cojll. 

SIat)  cum  ad  bA  UilliAm  ca  cjiaó  30I  Am  ^]^13» 

2l3Uf  flivt)  cu5Ab|*A  f^T1  *  Pb^cnA|3  ; 
SIat)  cum  t)A  5-cliAn  a  b'frA3  me  a  b-pjATj, 

^3ur  fl^t)  ^e  ^  m-b]t]AcnA  ceAncA  : — 
Ta bo flAiDCifi  BbfilAjo'bijilAm^'suiot)  le  bl|A5AiT>, 

3ac  1a  A3  cun  ciaca  3ua6  6pm, 
SlA|t)ce  f  AbA  óm'  cljAb  le  Anb-ceAf  'r*  Pl^r), 

Cbum  rA|n-^eAn  v)A  5-cliAU  caji  j*A]le ! 

CA  b-pA3pU1T)t)  CU  A  Pb^lb  flAT)  CU3Ab  A  CUTrtfm, 

SIat;  cum  cujlle  60b'  cómAH|*A  ; 
SIat;  cum  njo  cumAirm  ca  3"CT)oc  t;a  cunnA, 

SIao  A3uf  pjece  ^orr)'  rcónAC  : — 
5o  b-c|tAi3£]b  at)  cuile  ca  'b]ji  mé  'r*  cufA, 

3haó  be]6  A3Am  a  3-comAb  bu]c 
Latt)  ati  rx)o  3loir)e,  flAp  cu3Ab  a  cuirum> 

<t)o  flA|i)ce  cau  mujn  'gojf  ólujm  ! 
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Farewell  to  the  river — my  love,  Lios  na  n-gall,1 

To  each  green  where  we  spent  out  our  leisure, 
To  the  high  voice  of  glenns,2  to  ray  countrymen  all 

That  we  left  in  the  old  days  of  pleasure  ; 
My  good  health  did  flee  since  I  came  o'er  the  sea, 

They  ne'er  talk  of  the  days  of  our  childhood, 
Of  the  goal,  of  the  Gael,  of  the  Brigid-tide  ale — 

0  farewell  to  my  home  and  the  wildwood ! 

Old  Munster  farewell,  hill,  valley,  and  dell, 

My  friends  fare  ye  well  all  together, 
And  to  Culach  for  aye  where  we  once  were  so  gay, 

And  could  quaff,  besides  joy,  a  brave  inether. 
My  good  health  did  flee  since  I  came  o'er  the  sea, 

They  ne'er  talk  to  me  here  of  fair  Maethill, 
I've  lost  the  gay  bound — the  light  foot  on  the  ground,* 

Since  I  left  ye,  blue  Siuir  and  old  Raehill ! 

Farewell  the  two  Williams  who  mourn  for  me  yet, 

And  Patrick,  farewell  to  you,  surely, 
Farewell  to  the  priests  whom  I  left  with  regret, 

Farewell  to  their  words  spoken  purely. 
O'Brian,  with  us  here  was  thy  health  all  the  year, 

And  each  day  drank  with  deepest  emotion, 
Farewell  from  my  soul  to  the  torture  and  dole, 

That  drove  the  brave  chiefs  o'er  the  ocean. 

My  Philip,  adieu !  I've  ne'er  forgot  you, 

And  adieu  to  your  neighbours  and  nearest, 
Adieu,  too?  I  send  to  my  hill-dwelling  friend, 

And  forty  farewells  to  my  dearest. 
Till  the  dark  floods  abate  that  us  separate, 

I'll  love  thee  with  fondest  devotion, 
With  hand  on  my  glass,  here's  to  thee,  sweet  lass ! 

"  A  bright  health  from  over  the  ocean." 

5  The  resounding  echoes.    *  Lios  na  n-gall,  the  fort  of  the  stranger. 


184  THE    POETS   AND   POETRT 


COJS  N2i  t2to;. 

2t)1CÍ7e2ll  05  O'LONSáíN  RÓ  C?)2W. 

2t)A|bjot)  Tt?oc  ftojrb  ST*^!^ 
Ke  fleAfA]b  Lao}  tja  5-cftAob 
2I5  cAifbjol  b]0|* — 50  CAncrbAn.  z)n), 
2I5  n>Acct)Ari)  5niort>AncA  At?  c-pftojAjt  ? 

2t)A|t  rbeACfAc  p]ijcm)-fllocc  ^oÓaI, 
Na  T)-Afiri)  líori)ú<x  5éA|t, 
*S<v  b-peA|tAiot)  b^lfe  a  feAlb  bAO|ce, 

t-AfCAjt  COttt)  ttJO  l^A1>  ! 

í>o  fCA&A^  tft)t)  30  cjtéjc. 

2I5  ttjACct)Arb  Cjtutnt)  At)  T*5^|t> 

pAO]  COftAÓ  CftA^t^-^lAlf*  VtWXWZ*  Wlft^s 
rS   C4t)CA]T)  b|t»TJ  TJA  T)-éAt). 

3u|i  6eA|tCAf  rq°3*T"  fé|ri>, 
2I5  ceACc  50  CAOjo  pen/  cAob, 
$)ob'  j: eAjifi  f  it]5eACAT)  peAjtf  <v  'f  5t)AO|9 
<D'A]t  beAlbu]  jeAÓ  'jvx^  TP^It1» 

Ba  ca|* &a  qoncA  a  cé]b, 
2I5  ceAcc  50  rt)]t)-c|iO]5  léf, 
^u5  T5ArnA^  bltAOTJéACCA  CAft  An  b-pl^of, 
K115  peAH-  t)A  lojt>5  bo'n  Sbf^JS  ' 

21  rt)AÍA  c]0ft-6t*b  CAot, 
21  ft  nAri)Aft  ]tíD-fiof5  cIaot?, 
21  b^tf Art)  ST^Po11!0  bUfbA  bitn), 
*S  bA  cAjlce  CAOjt)  a  béAb. 
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BESIDE  THE  LEE. 

MICHAEL  OG  O'LONGAN  SANG. 

Down  by  the  branchy  Lee,1 
Ere  dawn  I  chanced  to  be, 
While  roving  slow,  o'er  earthly  woe, 
A  musing  mournfully  : — 

How  ruin  did  efface 
The  flower  of  Gaelic  race, 
The  noble  Gael — who  now  bewail 
Their  home  a  desert  place. 

Thus  lonely  and  downcast 
I  mourned  o'er  the  past, 
While  warblers  made  in  the  emerald  shade, 
Their  music  sweet  and  fast. 

When  gently  at  my  side 
Appeared  a  queenly  bride, 
Of  fairer  grace  in  form  and  face 
Than  aught  of  earthly  pride. 

Her  curling  tresse3  greet 
Her  small  and  gentle  feet ; 
The  golden  fleece— the  prize  of  Greece, 
Might  shame  those  locks  to  meet. 

Her  eye-brows  dark  and  slight 
O'er-arch  her  eyes  of  light, 
And  balm-fire  tips  her  tuneful  lips, 
Her  teeth  are  marble  white. 

1  The  Lee  of  woods. 
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21  rr)An)A  C|tiqt)r)e  5&Aft, 
"Cu3  fcxxc  At)  aojI  aji  6aoI, 
Le  b-cA|tcA|fi)í3ce4.|t  ftjeAccA  f^op, 

'SfcA  t)AbA]jtJt)  AT)  5é]|*  ! 

Ba  cat)a  cjtoi^ce  cAori), 
Le'ji  tDeAlUó  n?íle  Iaoc, 
43a  t)-ArbAftCAi5eAÓ  At)  caIatí)  cjtujn), 
Ma  |*ACAlA|5eAÓ  At)  béjc! 

'Paca^h)  ^o5]tAir  r3^11' 
<Do't)  A|t)51ft  ti)ít)-CAir  c-féiii), 

21  b-A^t)]!!)  C]tU|t)t)  Í50  CA5A]|IC  l^ljl), 

21  qieAb  'f*  qrt  tdati  aoi)  ! 

Mó  aIaÓ  TT^t)  t)A  5-CftAob, 
<Do  CAf*  ATVJf*  A  5-Cé|t), 

CAft  ^Airtsíóe  50  peA|iAt)  JR, 
Le  |*eA]tc  &o  Mao|f  caji  aoi). 

D'-pfteASA^  rl  3°  T^ri), 
Mi  rjeAC  bo't)  bui^t)  fi,T)  rt)é, 
'S  me  beAt)  riji,c  Coi.ll  t)A  leAbAtt  rS^I0^? 

BA  5Af&A,  3AO(-ri)A|l,  3éA]t. 

SeAl  bAtt)  AOif  &Á  é]f, 
2I3  clAt)t)A  2t)íleAÓ  cjiéAt), 

jr  n)A|t  nt>  &1°r  3°  reAfSAijt  ríoó<xc, 

5ufX  CAjf&ll  3^fU  ^AOl/tt)  6eo|t) ! 
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Her  bosom's  pearly  light 
Than  summer  clouds  more  bright, 
More  pure  its  glow  than  falling  snow, 
Or  swan  of  plumage  white. 

Proud  hosts  would  follow  fast 
As  brown  leaves  in  the  blast, 
Had  they  but  seen  the  heavenly  sheen, 
Where  she  had  softly  past. 

I  sought  of  her  to  name 
The  bright  land  whence  she  came, 
Her  name  and  race,  her  biding  place, 
The  story  of  her  fame. 

"Was  she  that  swan  so  fair, 
Of  clust'ring  branchy  hair, 
Who  came  in  grief  with  Ulster  chief, 
To  meet  her  dark  doom  there, 

With  grace  she  answered  me, 
"  Not  Deirdre  dost  thou  see, 
But  e'en  the  wife  of  Mac  Coill  of  strife, 
And  deeds  of  chivalry. 

"  I've  bided  since  his  fall, 
In  mighty  Milead's  hall, 
'Mid  joy  and  peace  that  ne'er  did  cease, 
Till  came  the  heartless  Gall. 
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WféWW)   3DD1C  cáWttWISJ)1  t52l  CftlWH. 

CAoippeAb  fe^r)  tdív  ú]5  l]onj, 
xr)o  cIat)t)  cfiO|6e  5<vr>  rbio-fiut), 

Of*  TX)&  bO  CA^ll  1Ab  tAfl  CAC, 

c<u>]trpeAb  ^Ab  50  b]o-rt)bívÓAC ! 

Jf  IA5  rrjo  coT)5t)Afi)  aji  b-ceAcc  bo'r)  cajt/5, 
bo  501.1)  rrjo  cjtojoe  le  b-UAcbAf ; 

ATI)  AOT)Ajl  A  1)-1AflCAfl  f  aJa^I, 

*T  3*tf  Tje^c  b&xi)  5AO]6|l  At)  corbbAil ! 

Of  ^51°0  b^W  cfifAc  mo  clé]b, 
cuisni)  cao^t)  le  b-1A7t-TT}é]w  ; 

If  Ce|T)T)  ACÁ  T1)0  CeAT)T)  Arjocc, 
TT)0  7JUC  ^f  fOT)t)  5 AT)  feAT)bACC  ! 

Mí  cftuAi;  beAt)  A5  CAO]t)e  a  céile, 
t)&  feA]t  aji  bjc  a  bAfT)cé]le, 
■\X  c]tuA5  rr)é  ttxvji  éAT)  5At>  i)ejb, 
caji  é]f  t)a  ri-65  T)A  T^AJfljb  ! 

M6   TT)A|1  5é]f  Aft  fleAf Ajb  COT)T?, 

A5  cat)CU|T)  ceól  le  T)eAri)-fOT)t) ; 
jAfi  b-ceAcc  bo'\)  bÁf  f  Á  tta  1^56^, 
CATjA]b  ceól  bA  cruiA^T^ejl ! 

1  This  poet,  who  laments  the  loss  of  his  four  children,  had  been 
ou  tlawed  for  some  political  offence,  perhaps  that  of  learning  to  read, 
and  was  obliged  to  seek  refuge  among  the  mountain  glens.  He 
constructed  a  shieling  there,  which,  during  his  absence,  fell  upon 
his  family,  giving  his  "  Loving  four"  to  death.  It  appears  to  me 
so  full  of  pathos  and  delicate  feeling,  that  I  have  given  a  translation. 
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A   CAOINE 

BY    FEILIM    MAC    CARTHY   FOR   HIS    CHILDREN. 

I'll  sing  their  caoine,2  if  I  can, 
My  loving  ones,  my  heart's  dear  clan,3 
Since,  o'er  all  men,  Fm  lorn  to-day, 
I'll  sing  their  caoine  mournfully, 

Weak  my  stay  of  life  e'ermore, 

My  heart,  dread  death  has  wounded  sore, 

I'm  lonely — lonely  in  the  Land, 

No  kindred  now  around  me  stand, 

Since  I  must  tell,  thus  left  behind, 
The  Cause  of  Tears  with  darkened  mind, 
Since  sick  my  head  to-night  with  woe, 
My  roice,  too,  faint  and  trembling  lo  w. 

Ah,  not  so  sad  the  young  bride's  heart, 
Or  husband's  when  their  Loved  depart, 
Like  nest-less  bird's  my  bitter  lot, 
Wailing  the  young  that  they  lived  not. 

Or  like  to  swans  the  waves  among, 
When  singing  their  unwilling  song, 
As  death  comes  nigh  them  and  more  nigh, 
Singing  their  dirge  with  piteous  cry. 


as  literal  as  almost  could  be  given  in  prose,  resolving  rather  to  let 
elegance  of  style  suffer,  than  to  veil  from  the  reader  one  of  poet- 
outlaw's  touching  thoughts.  To  properly  appreciate  it,  therefore, 
it  must  be  read  in  the  original,  where  beauty  of  style  and  thought 
are  combined. 

»  Pr.  keen-ye,  a  dirge 

3  ^rhich  signifies  *'  children"  as  well  as  "  tribe." 
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CAripAbfA  lerV  jiAe  50  bfiAc, 
ceól  t)ac  b|t)T)  5AC  aot?  lA; 
ó  cAtUajo  50  c|tiv|5ce  y&rn), 
CAO]r)t;eAb  pé^T)  ttjo  céAb  cIatw  ! 

J|*  cpeAC  li,orr)  CeAllAÓAT)  a  3-cill, 
tAob  |te  CottrtjAc  cpeAf  tíjjt); 
2lr)r)A  A511T;  2t)Aijie,  rrjo  feAttc  ! 
rrjoouAfi  pA  l]c  at?  aot?  peAftc ! 

2t)o  ceACfia.fi  clAiT)i)e  5AT)  béjrr), 

T)A|t  b']ATirbA|i  c|té]5ce  ai)  aot)  céjn?, 
AÓbAtt  c^téACc  mo  cjioi.be  50  bed, 
bejc  bA  5-cAO^e  at)  aot)  ló ! 

Bui8]T)  b^u^l  6]b]|t  T)A  t4u*3> 
le'jt  5<vb  &me  5AT)  bjo-mbuAÓ; 
a  t)-bul  UA]ri)  a  5-cjte  50  b-05, 

A  5-CTtUC  ']*A  f5]ATT)  5AI)  cIaOÓIÓ  ! 

<£>o  b^j  a  t)5ao6aI,  516  aji  b-t;e|]tbe  ^a&, 
le  jtioijAjb  caIida  SqqA; 
PÍ5ce  SpÁir>T)e  t?a  Iatjt)  D5^at>, 
bA  ]Ab  a  t)5Ao6aI  5AT)  aot?  bfiéA^. 

CIat)T)A  2t)|leAÓ  caII  \^  but;, 
ba  ]Ab  a  i)5aoóaI  5AT)  An7|xuf ; 
bo  bi  a  t)5A0ÓAl  |te  rt>ACAjb  ye&\), 
le  jvjsqb  cjióóa  Sa5f  at?. 

Ba  bir)T)  Ii,ott)  a  r>5ló|i  A5  ceAcc, 
'p  iAb  A3  jtujc  a  T>-e]i)t;eAcc ; 
cé  béA|tt;AT;  bATT)  t;Ajlce  t?A  poj, 
óp  TT?A|ib  -jAb  t;A  Aot)  1:0b ! 
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I'll  sing  each  day  until  my  death, 
A  lay  which  never  sweetness  hath, 
Since  I  am  worn,  and  weak  and  drear, 
I'll  sing  their  dirge,  my  children  dear. 

Ah  grief!  in  clay  lies  Callachan, 

By  Cormac's  side,  my  kind- voiced  son, 

Anna  and  Maire,1 — ah,  my  own 

White  Loves,  are  'neath  the  same  chill  stone. 

My  children  four  without  a  stain, 
Few  the  good  gifts  they  did  not  gain, 
Wound  of  my  bleeding  heart  for  aye, 
To  weep  them  all  in  one  brief  day  ! 

The  flowers  that  came  of  Eber  Mor, 
Dear  Erinn's  prosp'rous  king  of  yore, 
Are  gone  in  vigour,  youth  and  bloom, 
Unchanged,  from  me  into  the  tomb. 

They  came  not  of  a  craven  brood, 

From  Scythian  chieftains  flow'd  their  blood, 

Milead's2  offspring,  near  and  far, 

Their  kindred  brave,  in  truth,  ye  are. 

The  Spaniard-kings  of  sharp  blue  spears, 
Were  kin  to  them,  and  scarce  their  peers, 
To  them  were  Sacsan's3  kings  allied 
In  other  times,  when  that  woke  pride. 

Sweet  their  cries,  whene'er  I'd  come, 
'  Gaily  running  to  greet  me  home — 
Who  hence  shall  kiss  or  welcome  me, 
Since  they  lie  low  ! — ttjo  cjtO]8e  !  1170  cfiojoe  !4 

1  Pr.  Mauria.       2  Pr  Meel-ya,  sometimes  called  Milesius. 
3  i.e.  England.  Pr.  mo  chi-ee,  my  heart. 
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2t)ut)A  h-pé&cpuiww  bo  Cbt1!0^  A  S'Cpoir* 
piAlfi  5  jubAi^b  <\ic|r; 
bo  leAt)j:ii]i)r)  T,Ab  5AT)  roo^ll  f  a'tt  l|C, 
pó  bo  bejbidx)  aji  bAOjf  t)A  Ti-éifijc! 

Slfi  b-f  Ajcno  Lazarus  f  att  UA15, 
bo  crjeAb  CRJOSÍ)  50  jxó  ctiu<x]5  ; 

bo  60]|tC  fflAf  A  b&Afl  ATTT)  f  jt), 

cé  5u|t  b-f  AbA  a  jaoóaI  ótt  z'e  f]f?. 

)X  cójtA  bArbf  a  caot,  50  búbac  ! 

V  bejc  leu/  jiAe  50  f  Abcurbac, 

A  1)-b|A15  TT10  6lATT)T)e  bA  TÍ)A^C  50^, 

V  tttacait/i  í)6  ttjaji  -píoéíb. 

Nfori  féAb  2t)UJK6,  njAéAifi  í)fe, 

Art  D-fA^Cf^  a  tt)|c  bA  0|lbe]n) ; 
■zjatt  caoi,  50  béAfiAC  6  ójiojbe, 
t)j  i?Aji  bArt>f  a  TTj'-pAillic  ! 

)r  rt?é  bo  ca|U  ttto  ^éA^AÓ  5aoj6]1, 
1Y  xx)h  bo  cfieACAb  Ajt  Aor)  c-fljije ; 
ah?  Aj|t5ceAC  a  b--pé]t)  n?oi)uA|i ! 
bA  Tj-be^f  }\  xx)h  at)  cjieAf  tfiuA5  I 

21  n)eóÓAT)-oi6ce  tta  b-cfiOTTT  f  uat), 
cjieAC  ttto  c]tO|óe  50  ttó  cttuAb  ; 
tt)o  ceActtAjt  cÁjb  bo  cAilleAf  i,Ab, 
a  T;ójrt?e]T)c  uAjfie  A|t  aot)  tijat)  ! 

Jf   TT)Ó  bO  fAO]teAf  A|t  b-CeACC  bATTT  AO|f, 

ttto  cIatttt  att)  c|rT)C|oll  50  TTi-beibif  > 

1)A  A  TT-AOT)CU|t  50  luAC  A  ^-C]ll  ', 

If  rpé  bA  r;-bé|f  Ajt  Trejrii-criíc ! 
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Unless  I  lookt  on  Christ's  keen  thorns, 
His  anguish,  wounds,  and  bitter  scorns, 
Fd  quickly  join  them  in  the  clay, 
Or  it  would  wring  my  sense  away. 

On  seeing  Lazarus  lie  low, 
Christ  mourned  for  him  in  saddest  woe ; 
With  weeping  tears  his  sight  grew  dim, 
Yet  He  was  far  from  kin  to  him. 


Tis  more  just,  I  should  darkly  weep, 
And  mourn  for  life  in  grief  most  deep, 
After  my  children,  my  beauteous  Four  ! 
As  She,  the  Virgin,  sorrowed  sore : 

Mary  could  not  refrain  from  tears, 

As  though  her  heart  were  torn  with  spears, 

When  He  was  crucified  and  scorned, 

'Twere  shame  I'd  mourn  not  when  she  mourned. 


'Tis  /  have  lost  my  kin  most  near, 
'Tis  /  am  robbed  of  all  most  dear  ; 
In  the  narrow  house  of  pain,  I  lie 
Thrice  woeful  since  my  loved  did  die. 


In  hushed  midnight  of  heavy  sleep, 
Ah,  plundered  heart !  ah,  ruin  deep ! 
My  stainless  Four,  I  lost  them  all, 
In  one  short  moment,  'neath  the  pall. 


And  I  used  think  when  grey  age  frowned, 
My  children  dear  would  gird  me  round, 
Ah !  not  that  unto  death  they'd  go, 
And  leave  me  here  to  heartless  woe  ! 
13 


191  THE    POETS   AND   POETRY 

Ba  8lJ5  ÓAT1)  UftTlAlTD  órtj'  cIaDD» 

bA  b-cinjAf  f  eAjic  tdo  céAb  tdaod ; 

6f  td&  bA  f  ]ye  d&  iAb, 

if  bArp  bA  bWcc  AT)  CéAb  Tl| AT)? 

)X  CTTUA5  óó]b  ho  criéi5  tdo  pAITlC. 

Y  b'lTT)q5  UA1TT)  AT)  AOT)  bAll  j 

t)Ati  iéi5  ijOTDfA  cur  da  fifée, 

óf  TT)é  bo  Ttit)  T)A  peAcu^be  ! 

Boa5  tt)o  bull  a  5-ceol  tjív  fulc, 
IT  uAi5T)eAc  TT)é  Tie  caidaII  ; 

DÍ   01DD  ItOTT)  bUAT)  T)A  bAD, 
]f   COf  TT)Ú|l  TD&  le  b-^TTM&aT)  ! 

4)'|TT)C|5  UAirT)  TT)0  3t)é  Y  TT)0  T)eA]1C, 
CÁ1TT)   5AT)  Óélll,   5AT)  CO|flbe<\]TC  ; 

xy\  e<x5Al  Ijott)  at)  b&f  bAirj  f]Of, 

CAJl  élT*  T)A  5-CÁIflbe  bO  CAjlleAf  ! 
2ll)  ATT)  fUAIT),   A  TT)eÓÓAT)  0|66e, 

If  bocc  bjbirnfe  a  5  eA5CAO|T)e  ; 

TDO  CÍADD  Of  TDO  COTT)A]Tl  A5  CeACC  J 
b'lATl]tAlb  OTUD  5luA1feACC? 

<t)o  cjbjrD  ]Ab  Y^fl  01  bee  caII, 

DÍ  f5ATlAlb  TljOrD  ad  aod  bAll; 
b'lSlb  atd  6|Ai5  atdujc  Ya  fci3, 
50  leADf  Ab  iAb  f  ad  m-bel  l|C  ! 

Jf  CUTDADD  feó|b  ceACC  atd  bA|l, 
if  ÍOD1DU1D  IjOTD  A  D5TMAD  HrM» 
-jf  5ean|T  50  TiACAb  leo  f  ad  *>flí3, 

Tie  CO  1 1   DA0TTTCA  AD   &]|Tb  Jig. 
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To  me  my  children's  love  was  due, 
(1  gave  my  whole  heart  unto  you) 
Since  I,  too,  was  more  aged  than  they, 
'Twas  meet,  respect  to  me  they'd  pay. 

Yet,  woe  is  me  !  they've  left  my  side. 
Close  by  my  heart  they  would  not  bide, 
Nor  let  me  first  the  Dim  Way  pass, 
Because  that  I  have  sinned — alas. 

Small  my  care  for  sport  or  rhyme — 
I'm  very  lone,  this  little  time, 
Not  sweet  to  me  is  harp  or  "  rann," 
I  wander  like  a  sense-less  mau. 

Gone  my  fairness,1  gone  my  strength, 
Tis  I  am  broken  down  at  length  ; 
Death's  face  alone  I  care  to  see, 
Since  my  fair  offspring  went  from  me  ! 

In  hushed  midnight  of  heavy  sleeping, 
When  I  am  watching,  sobbing,  weeping, 
My  children  glide  before  my  woe, 
Praying  that  I  would  with  them  go  ! 

I  see  them  in  the  night-time  ever, 
From  me  in  no  place  do  they  sever ; 
At  home,  abroad,  still  near  are  they, 
Till  I  go  with  them  into  clay. 

Sweet  to  them  that  visit  made  ! — 
Dear  to  me  each  Sun-like  shade ! — 
'Tis  soon  I'll  follow  on  their  way, 
With  God's  most  blessed  will,  I  pray. 

J  3oé,  literally,  my  visage,  that  is,  his  appearance  had  completely 
changed. 
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Jf  leATi)  if  c|tu^5  t;ív  f3Í<>r  ad  beAi;, 
cu5  bA  cIa]T)T)  Anb  jjeAT) ; 
CU3  bóib  5ti^6  '511]*  Iacc  a  cttojbe, 
IX  ct/iuas  Mor17  1  V&  ceAf  t)U]5e  ! 

jf  cjiuat;  Ijoti)  a  IAtíja  50  IA5, 
6  bei,c  A5  buAlAÓ  a  bAT)  5IAC ; 
ir  rl|uc  b|6eAf  a  T">1T5  u]H)  T)eófT>, 
bo  t*5ojlx  a  cno]6e  le  \)-&x)ro&\r)  ! 

M]  b~10t)3T)A8  l]on)  í  50  bocc, 
If  Í  bo  ca]U  a  cuaIIacc, 
ir  1  cA|i  n)T)Aib  )wr«  F&ll, 

bO  COT)AHC  CjteAC  AT)  CJ10TT)  Al.fi  ! 

21t)  5leAi)r)  bA  t)-beA|tr)A]6  tt)o  ctteAC, 
Vbo  coft;5  rpo  rt)e]ó]\i  5AT)  trujueAC, 
tttaIIacc  €)€>  bo  5t)Ac  t)a  but), 

A  T)-éjft]C  ATI  TT)0  CUrT)AT)T)  ! 
5leAT)T)  AT)  A]fl  6  fO  T/UAf, 

bAffb^n)  Af]t  50  b]C  buAT), 

■oefri)  at)  ^efll  bo  ji]T)  ojirr), 

i)A  6t,a]3  bo  ffOft  le  nr} -cocjiatt) ! 

1lA]t  f Ai,ce  swat)  le  folur  sIat), 
i)Aji  ^Ajce  ftAe  t)A  TtAelcAT); 
b|OTi)bA6  féfT)  bo  f]0]t  t)a  c6]jt, 

CU5  T1)é  5 AT)  AO]f  ATT)  feAT)0]|t  ! 

1  It  is  the  custom  of  the  people,  especially  the  women,  to  strike 
together  their  hands,  when  in  great  sorrow. 

a  "  'Tis  she  o'er  all  of  Erinn's  daughters 
Has  seen  the  ruin  of  slaughters." 

Callanan  has  thus  translated  it,  and  his  note,  telling  the  reader 
that  it  is  almost  word  for  word,  will  also  explain  why  in  my  trans- 
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Woe  Í3  me  her  dreary  pall, 
Who  royal-fondness  gave  to  all ; 
Whose  heart  gave  milk  and  love  to  each, 
Woe  is  me,  her  plaining  speech. 

Woe  is  me  her  hands  now  weak, 
With  smiting1  her  white  palms,  so  meek, 
Wet  her  eyes  at  noon,  and  broken 
Her  true  heart  with  grief  unspoken. 

I  wonder  not  at  her  despair, 
'Tis  she  has  lost  life's  help,  most  fair, 
'Tis  she,  o'er  all  of  Erinn's  daughters, 
Has  seen  the  ruin  of  woeful  slaughters  !2 

0  Glenn !  which  saw  my  heavy  loss. 
And  all  my  joy  didst  darkly  cross, 
God's  malison  fall  on  thee,  dread, 
In  eiric3  for  my  darlings  dead. 

Gleann  an  air,  the  "  Slaughter-glenn," 
Be  hence  thy  name  amongst  all  men ; 
Venom-treason  thou'st  done  to  me, 
And  now  accursed  shalt  thou  be ! 

May  thou  ne'er  see  the  sun  or  noon, 
May  thou  ne'er  see  a  star  or  moon, 
For  that  thou'st  seen  a  deed  of  tears, 
Which  makes  me  old  before  my  years. 

lation  I  have  adopted  his  lines,  with  the  addition,  however,  of  an 
adjective  which  is  in  the  original.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  after 
Callanan's  elegant  version,  I  would  have  heen  sorry  to  attempt 
another,  had  he  heen  equally  faithful  throughout,  or  even  had  his 
copy  given  all  the  poem.  Many  of  the  stanzas  ahove  translated 
are  not  in  the  poem  he  so  beautifully  versified. 

3  A  fine  or  amercement  inflicted  on  whomsoever  caused  the  death 
of  a  person. 
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Wati  ^A^ce  T)e&c  &m  5°  bfifcc, 
oIac,  bujlle,  t)A  ctiottj  pAf, 
lArj-rrjeic  cojiao  ati  't*  b^be, 

■  wy  bo  5pixc  t>ati  r5APT"M6  • 


2it>  *FeAjtc-lAoj. 
Ca  rrjAjtb  fAT)  b-^eAftc  fo  f  rt^c  bo  clA]t>r)  Cb&riri- 

Ba  5eAT)Att)r;AC  rxAib,  bA  rt)A^fe  bo  f^ol  2lbAirrj ; 
21  r)-AT)ATT)r>A  6  r^Ari  beib  peAr-CA  tíoccatjca, 

Ma  T)-A] t)51  oil A^b  5eAlA  ATI  b-AllAÓ  AT)  |t"J5  T)eATT)ÓA. 

2t)o  6eA|t5Ab  bexxric  \  cjieAc  mo  oriole  c|tA|bce; 
2l8bA]x  rtjo  cifeAb  'f  TjeAfic  rrjo  bío^bÁlAÓ  ; 
9X)o  ceAcriAji  5eAl  5 at)  pjieAb  Art  aot>  Iaca^i, 
pAO]  CA]tr)A]b  leAc  a  b-£4b  oxrj  caojt;  cA]ftb]b. 

2l6bATi  CATf  bo  Ia5A]6  cIac  50  ^olluf  roe  curbAC, 
'Sbo  T)eATicAi5  criACT)A  crjeAbA  bÁ|f  r-eo  Art)  r>ocAiri 
50  blue  ;  [a  irújTi, 

2t)o  ceAcriATi  ca]6  a  b-^eATic  ati  Iati  £ao]  clocA^b 
2lr>r)A,  2t)A|jie,  CeAllACAr),  'f  CoftrrjAC  fjotw. 
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May  never  eye  behold  in  thee, 
Flowers,  thick-grass,  or  leafy  tree  ; 
Decay  of  growth  by  slope  and  river, 
Be  thine  for  ever  and  for  ever ! 


THE    TOMB-LAY. 

Mown  down  'neath  this  tomb  lie  the  Flowers  of  Clann 

Carrtha, 
The  Purest  of  hue,  earth's  adornment  each  morrow ; 
May  their  Spirits  gone  forth  know  peace  and  not  sorrow, 
Bright  angels  the  heav'n-king's  radiant  halls  thorough. 

My  redd'ner  of  sight,  my  joyless  heart's  plunder, 
Strength  of  my  ruin,  my  misery's  pander, 
Is  : — that  lifeless  for  ever  my  bright  Four  lie  under, 
The  grey  cam  afar,  from  my  sweet  friends  asunder. 

The  grief-cause  that  darkens  my  light,  now  for  ever, 
And  strengthens  the  death-sighs  that  thro'  my  heart  quiver, 
Is  : — that  I,  the  dark  grave  with  my  pure  Four  can't  share 
With  Mary,  Ann,  Callachan,  and  Cormac  the  fair  ! 
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-CKejZX)®  6JKJ0MM. 

t>12U«DU1&  W&C  t5p2í)DW2l1ll  2DD1C  WWSDÍW  Ci)aoil 

ui  sDuiuiobD^iiw  no  crw. 

Miojt  b-f  tofAC  f|t)  a  5-ctvjocAib  BibiTt  tf>6||t, 
ceAf  t)A  f |Of ,  t)A  a  b-qojicAib  6|TteArf)óit) ; 
leAC  a  5-qofA,  le  l)-!");  &o  6éAT)AÓ  66]b, 
At)  cat)  bo  DAbAji  5AO]6]l  a  i)-6iTi|T)r)  bed  ! 

Má  ttjatic  bo  o^ol,  x)ts  f  aiII  t)^  5-céif  bA  n)d, 

At)  ceAfic,  t)^  b-ujbe,  t)A  Iaot5,t)a  b-éit),  t)A  fój  ft  c ; 
tjÁ't)  bAiT)t)e  fy  A|i  j:eA&  rt>1  t*At)  5-cné  A|t  peóó' 
At)  cat)  bo  bAbAji  5A01Ó1I  a  t)-B]]i|t)r)  beo ! 

3ac  bobAC  b^ob  bo  bf  5AT)  béAjiU  beoil, 

i)A  ceAÓc  Aft  fjobA  cirrjcioll  £aoi  t)a  t5e<)15;1 
T)Aca  nrJT),  V&  Aoijibe  yt Ae  t)A  m-b]t6|5,2 
At)  CAt)  bo  bAbAft  5A01Ó1I  a  t)-6|jijt)t)  bed ! 

Má  A|i  cAile  At)  51*1)5 a,  fjobA,  s^$  t)A  cloak, 
T5WV  V&  VWVTe  ui^pe,  craPe  V&  Tpóll, 
})aca  cuibe,  bAft  I^VV)  V&  éAbAc  cjiót), 
At)  cap  bo  bAbAj*  5aoi6tI  a  t)-&itiit)T)  bed ! 

5ac  CAile  Ópb  bo  h]  5AC  Ia  't>a  51)66, 

Y  5AC  bobAC  b]ob  bo  h)  5AT)  TiéAl  A5  fiorbAjt, 
t)6  feAl  fAi)  5-coill  curt)  cjofA  6éAT)AÓ  601b, 

AT)  CAT)  bO  bAbATl  5AOl6|l  A  T)-6|Tt|T)T)  be6  ! 

1  £56075,  sometimes  means  the  neck. 

2  In  this  verse  reference  is  made  to  the  high-heeled  shoes  worn 
about  1750. 

3  Sometimes  spelt  Heber.     4  In  Erinn  alive,  or  in  "  Living  Erinn." 
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THE  ATTRIBUTES  OF  ERINN. 

DIARMID   MAC  DONAILL   MAC   FINEEN   (THE   SLENDER) 
O'SULLIVAN   SANG. 

0,  such  things  were  never  known  in  the  days  of  Eibirs  Mor, 
North  or  South,  East  or  West,  from  the  centre  to  the  shore, 
Men  paid  not  half  their  taxes  with  the  butter  !  long  ago, 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  a  n-Erinn  beo  /4 

They  never  trudged  to  market  with  the  lean  or  with  the 

grease, 
With  the  calves  or  the  hogs  or  the  eggs  of  hens  and  geese, 
Ah,  the  milk  soured  not  in  crocks,  but  most  plenteously  did 

flow, 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  a  n-Erinn  beo  t 

Not  a  churl  writhed  his  mouth  with  the  snaky5  English 

tongue, 
Nor  lounged  with  silken  collar  where  a  hempen  should  be 

strung, 
And  those  hard  and  hideous  hats ! — they'd  have  made  them 

"  scare  the  crow," 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  a  n-Erinn  beo  ! 

Old  women  did  not  swagger  then  in  satin  scarf  or  cloak, 
Nor  tighten  up  their  whalebones  till  they  seem  about  to  choak. 
Faith !  bonnets  like  straw  barrels  never— never  were  "the  go," 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  a  n-Erinn  beo ! 

Then  each  scandal-chatt'ringhag  had  to  mind  her  own  afíairs, 
Each  lazy  sluggish  clown  dared  not  give  himself  such  airs, 
But  digg'd  or  gathered  sticks  and  at  wages  very  low ! 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  a  n-Erinn  beo  ! 

*  From  its  hissing  sound,  and  from  its  being  so  slippery  that  no 
English  Deputy  could  hold  his  word. 
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V\]  ca]zw)8  |*nAO|r,  T)i  b|8'  céA  ati  bórib, 
t;a  bftACA  j*iobA  co]8ce  A5  T^be  a  rfiÓT) ; 
tia  £at;  A5  n)t)AO]  curt)  ^o]te  ceAÓc  tja  cojft, 
at;  cap  bo  bAbATi  5<vojo]l  a  T)-6||t]i)t)  beó  ! 


3ac  bAcUc  bíbeAf*  le  fjobA  A5  ^be  a  ffrót), 
Y  a  cA]le  bu^be  bo  ttjtjaoi  a  T)-bAOji-bTtAc  r-fióll ; 
aca^ti  Tio]ri)e,  bo  bj,  A5  AO^beATiACc  bo, 
At?  cat;  bo  bAbATi  5<vo]bql  a  T)-6|TiiTrr)  bed ! 


2ii)  AiCTTje  bi  a  b-CTqTjr-e  cfté  '311^  ^ób, 

ati  eACA]b  f*u]5lb  'y  priA^fe  £Ae  t)A  b-cór>; 
5eAllAirrj  b']b,  50  tfoji.,  tjati  b'é  bA  1)05 
at)  cat;  bo  bAbATi  5A0jb|l  a  i)-BjTifT>T)  beó ! 


2lr>  bftAc  bo  h]  A|i  leAcCl)U]T)T),  bo  cfié|5  Aft  b-cfieot), 
bo  leAc  ATiif4  ati  )t)T)T>e  'pbéfljrr)  ceo; 
bjiAc  at)  bplA,  tjí  bA  céAfCA  leó, 
at;  cat;  bo  bAbATi  5AO|6]l  a  tj-6|tiit)it  bed! 


2ll)  CTIAC  bO  bAbATi  5AO]6^l  A  T)-6|Tl]T)T)  be6, 

■pleAÓAC,  JTJOTJCAC,   jqOCITJATl,  ^éATTAC,   fÓ5Al^ 

bA]tf)  'f  bTiAo^ce  'f  bpl  A5  ceAcc  tta  5-cójti, 

AT)  CAT)  bO  bAbATi  5AO|6|l  A  X)-&\\i\X)\)  beo ! 


1  The  poet  does  not  intend  to  cry  down  those  who  distinguish 
themselves  by  manly  industry  and  honourable  perseverance  in 
labour,  but  solely  those  who  started  up  to  insolence  and  riches  by 
betraying  their  country,  and  proving  false  to  honour,  freedom  and 
friends. — Ek. 

2  Another  name  for  Erinn. 
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None  made  a  snuff-pit  of  his  nose  nor  dyed  his  throat  with 

tea, 
Nor  flaunted  a  silk  handkerchief  to  blow  his  trumpet  wee  ! 
Nor  fan  had  any  woman  but  the  breeze  that  heaven  did  blow, 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  a  n-Erinn  beo  ! 

Lo  !  each  silly  snob  that  calf-like  now  sucks  his  little  cane  ! 
Lo !  each  yellow  woman  of  them  all,  with  bigger  purse  than 

brain  ; 
Then-  "  poor  dear  pas"  before  them  as  mere  cow-boys  used 

to  go, 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  a  n-Erinn  beo  ! 

Those  gentry,  who  so  grand  ?  who  are  seated  now  a-horse, 
Were  trenchers  of  the  black  earth  and  cutters  of  the  gorse, 
By  the  right  hand  of  my  father  !  you'd  not  touch  them  with 

your  toe,1 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  a  n-Erinn  beo  ! 

But  that  Flag  which  o'er  our  Bravest  spread  red  ruin  in 

the  North, 
O'er  the  whole  of  Innis'Feilim,2  like  a  cloud  is  now  hung 

forth, 
Ah,  Flag  of  Gloomy  Change — thou  hadst  caused  most 

bitter  woe. 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  a  n-Erinn  beo  ! 


When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  alive  in  the  Land, 
Fame  was  fanned  andflourish'd  and  the  deeds  of  heroes  grand, 
Sages  and  sweet  poets  saw  a  brilliant  guerdon  glow3 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  a  n-Erinn  beo  ! 


3  This  is  no  false  praise.  Never  was  literature  so  cherished  as  in 
ancient  Erinn  ;  in  one  county  Dunnagall,  the  rental  of  the  lands  be- 
stowed on  the  Ollavs,  or  Doctors  in  Learning,  was  equal  to  £2000 
a  year,  of  the  present  currency. — (For  proofs,  see  Annate  of  the 
Four  Masters,  or  Irish  Penny  Journal,  vol.  /.,  p.  229.) 
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ScAb^Ab  bpb,  Vf\  rbuib^eAb  a  b-qteice  \)o\yt 

■pe&b&x  &W5V]on),  a  b-q^eAcc  t)A  ^-cé]tr)]or)t)  pot/, 
t)|'l  A5A117  in?  le  bjol  t)a  cr/iéAbcA  bó, 
'f  fiACAb  co^bce  atvjt/  A5  béAt)Ab  bjtojt) ! 

2t)ui?A  5-cAf pa6  JofA  C^otx  le  cjtéAT)  t>eATu:  t;Ió5, 
50  ceAjtc  a  f ]i)i)f eA]t,  at)  7173  rit>  SéATtlut;  65 ; 
bo  t;5A]peAÓ  3*1  U  c^T1  co1tW  5*t>  ceAÓc  50  be6, 
Vs0  b-pfieAbpAÓ  5ao|6]1  atvjt/  50  b-&1]v|T)T)  beó  ! 


aN  ^Rea3K2i4Di). 

cowóufcjtfiu  ownbáiN  no  ci)2W. 

2lt)  cat)  bo  b^bAji  5AO|6^l  a  t)-6i^t)t)  beó, 

bA  lApi)ATl  VjOT)TT)Afl  lAOT.ce  'f  lé]-^]or)V  o°  l^o|t, 
bA  fiACTT)ATt  ^1T)-Tt0]f5  Ttj^ce  A5  iie^c^oc  leó, 
'fbA  5A|*bA  5t)iorb-5lAt)  5T)íotÍ)6a  5AO|6]l  a  i)5leó  ! 

Ba  cajcttjoc  cAo^nS  C7|te  A5  ceAcc  le  cójTt, 

bA  T*5A^eAC  |*5AO]lce  t^se^eAlcAC  1*57  att)Óa  T/5ÓJP; 

bATt)AlfeACTT)ÍOt)lA6  TDÍTJ-CTTeAT;  TT)AOjlÓATT)ÓÓATÍ)Ull 

5AC  A]T)5]]t  cao]t)  bo  ptvjottVtUiocc  6]b]|t  Ú)Ó]]l  ! 

<Da  TTjAijieAC  t/jwpeATt  fAO]ce  t/éAbTT)ATt  |*Ó5Arbu]l, 
at)  c-AÚAijt  2t)u/|TT)T)eAÓ  Ijttt)  bÁ  t^Iaoócaji  605AT) ; 
2t)AC  2t|ftc,  2Í)ac  Civjttt),  t)6  bu]Óir)  t)a  fé]r)VQ  -pot;, 

bO  CA]tCAC  ^A^U  TT)A]t  CAO]|te  CftéAbA  C|IÓ  ! 

1  Foreigners  (pron.  in  Munster  gowl),  hence  the  nickname  Gow- 
la,  i.e.  Gallda,  "  the  English,"  or  "  the  foreign,"  applied  to  any  one 
aping  the  English  in  manners,  speech  or  politics ;  it  is  considered  as 
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But  I'll  cease  me  now  from  lauding  their  chivalry  so  gay, 
Sure — manly  dauntless  actions  were  as  deeds  of  every  day ! 
No  hogs  have  I  nor  butter,  and  henceforth  I  must  go 
(For  what  were  even  heroes  now)  under  never-ending  woe  ! 

Unless  it  pleaseth  Christ  our  Lord  to  smite  the  Fiend  at 

length, 
And  restore  unto  our  Mother-land  her  Freedom  and  her 

Strength, 
To  scourge  the  ghastly  Gall1  from  our  sullied  shores  and,  oh  ! 
Bring  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  back  a  n-Erinn  beo! 


THE  REPLY. 

CONOR   O'RIORDAIN   SANG. 

When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  alive  in  the  Land, 
The  lays  were  lightning-flashes,  the  lore  a  blazing  brand  ! 
Prosp'rous,  bright-eyed  princes  met  the  bards  with  honour 

grand, 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  alive  in  the  Land ! 

0,  gracious  were  the  Chieftains,  the  Pure  of  deeds  and  might, 
The  scatt'ring,  shatt'ring  Spears  of  Truth,  the  Shields  of 

valour  bright ! 
Most  beauteous,  gentle,  generous,  each  maiden  was  and  bland, 
When  the  true  and  gallant  Gael  were  alive  in  the  Land ! 

Ah,  did  our  fathers  live  the  life,  those  flashing  Gem3  of  yore ! 
The  Sire  of  all  the  Munster  land,  the  dauntless  Eogan  Mor, 
Mac  Airt,  Mac  Cuinn,  or  that  high  host,  the  fearless  Fin- 

nian  band, 
They  would  drive  like  shiv'ring  sheep  the  gaunt  Gall  from 

the  Land ! 

the  most  odious  that  can  be  applied,  for  it  supposes  half-idiotcy,  or 
traitorous  villany. — Er. 
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<Da  rT)<MpTte<x&Aoiit/,  at)  bu]6|T),cu5c|xé<vT)-cttO|&  floi;, 
a  5-CAfn)A||ic  bu]&|T)r)e  Cbuirir)  t?a  5-céAb  CAC 

'  r  605AT) ; 
rjó  A5-CACT)Ab-A0iir)e  boclAo^ó  ^uft^ét/jur*  cjteojr;, 

T)í  TIACAÓ  5aiII  A  TKfOTl5U1ill  T^AObítAC  leó ! 

1  Conn  of  the  Hundred  Battles  ascended  the  throne,  A.D.  122, 
died  175.  The  following  is  an  account  of  his  rivalry  with  Eogan, 
abridged  from  an  excellent  work  il  The  Battle  of  Magh  Leana,"' 
published  by  the  Celtic  Society,  1855  : — 

Eogan  Mor,  having  been  defeated  in  the  battle  of  Cloch  Bar- 
raighe,  sailed  with  the  remnant  of  his  army  to  Spain.  He  left  Great 
Beare  Island  utterly  in  the  beginning  of  August,  and  after  a  voyage 
of  nine  days  reached  that  country ;  the  monarch  welcomed  him, 
and  permitted  him  and  his  troops  to  reside  in  the  west  of  his  terri- 
tory, allowing  them  free  quarterage.  The  noble  mien  and  qualities 
of  Eogan  won  the  king's  heart,  and  he  gave  him  his  daughter 
Beara  in  marriage,  by  whom  a  son  and  two  daughters  were  born 
unto  him  during  his  banishment,  the  son  was  named  Oilioll  Olum, 
and  became  afterwards  one  of  the  most  celebrated  of  our  ancient 
monarchs.  The  soul  of  the  exile  began  to  weary  of  that  foreign  land, 
and  at  the  end  of  nine  years  he  so  longed  with  a  filial  longing  to 
look  upon  his  Father-land,  that  he  communicated  his  desire  to 
Ebear  the  king.  At  first  the  monarch  attempted  to  dissuade  him, 
but,  seeing  his  sorrow,  he  commanded  that  his  own  son  and  heir, 
Fraoch  Mileasach,  should  accompany  him  with  2000  warriors,  Spa- 
niards, and  foreigners  (aIItÍ)UTIA75).  They  landed  on  Inis  Greag- 
raidhe  (called  since  Great  Beare  Island,  Inis  Beara,  in  honour  of 
Eogan's  queen).  On  invading  Munster,  he  succeeded  in  obtaining 
pledges  from'  its  principal  chiefs  ;  two  kings  of  Ulster  ^Ulaó)  also 
allied  themselves  to  him,  and  soon  the  whole  island,  except  Connacht, 
revolted  against  Conn.  He  soon  acceded  to  a  division  of  the  king- 
dom, hoping  to  recover  ail  when  Eogan's  foreigners  would  depart. 
Fifteen  years  rolled  by,  the  foreigners  sought  to  return  to  then- 
homes.  Eoghan,  hqpever,  having  perceived  the  falsity  of  his  rival. 
wished  to  decide  the  matter  at  once,  sought  for  cause  of  war  against 
the  Northern  king,  and  found  it  easily  enough.  He  complained  that 
an  equal  division  of  steeds,  arms  and  armour  had  not  been  made,  and 
demanded  it ;  Conn  refused,  saying  this  was  not  contemplated  by 
the  treaty.  Nine  battalions  of  warricrs  marched  with  Eogan  to 
Kilmore  "Wood,  King's  County,  crossed  the  Eiscir  Biada,  cr  dividing 
mound,  and  encamped  on  the  heathy  plain  of  Leana.  The  kings 
many-coloured  pavilion  was  lifted  en  a  smooth  hill,  and  three  strong 
dims  built  outside  the  camp  and  garrisoned  by  the  foreign  troops. 
He  of  the  Hundred  Fights  then  advanced  hi3  many- coloured  banners 
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0,  did  they  live  the  life  again  those  hero-hosts,  so  gay, 
Who  fought  with  Conn1  the  hundred  fights,  with  Eogan 

urged  the  fray, 
Or  had  we  here  Turgesius'  foes,  or  chiefs  like  them  to 

stand, 
We  would  give  the  gloomy  Gall  a  deep  grave  in  the  Land ! 

towards  Magh  Leana,  and  sent  messengers  to  Eogan,,  offering  him 
the  royalty  of  the  Avhole  Island  with  the  exception  of  Tara,  Teftia, 
and  Connacht.  These  terms  were  rejected  by  the  Southern  king, 
who  wished  for  Tara  ;  and,  despite  the  opposition  of  his  councillor 
chiefs,  he  caused  the  messengers  to  be  executed  for  expressing  then- 
feelings  in  favor  of  Conn  with  too  great  warmth.  On  hearing  this 
at  eve,  all  hesitation  left  Conn ;  he  burned  to  revenge  this  evil  deed, 
and  determine  on  a  nocturnal  assault ;  an  expedition  to  surprize  the 
enemy  by  night  was  not  pleasant  to  the  brave  Irish  chieftains  ;  but, 
in  consideration  of  their  inferiority  in  point  of  numbers,  they  gave 
assent  to  it.  Conn  then  called  together  his  leaders,  and  gave  each 
of  them  to  choose  which  leader  of  the  foe  he  would  oppose,  ex.  : 
"  which  of  you  shall  ward  off  from  me  the  seven  sons  of  Sigir  ?"  said 
Conn.  "  We  are  they,"  said  the  three  destroying  sons  of  Connall. 
At  early  dawn  they  surrounded  the  dun  of  Fraoch  Mileasach,  who, 
surprised  in  his  sleep,  rushed  to  the  fight  in  his  embroidered  shirt  of 
many  devices,  and  was  slain,  after  a  short  brave  struggle  by  his 
mailed  and  armoured  foes.  Their  shouts  of  triumph  awoke  Eogan 
Mor  and  the  main  body,  who  also  were  assaulted  ere  they  could  fully 
arm.  The  fierce  battle  began.  "  Forth  came  the  seven  firm-ad- 
vancing sons  of  Sigir  from  the  van  of  Eogan  the  Brilliant's  army,  | 
with  heavy,  powerful,  terrible  anger,  till  they  reached  the  very  cen- 
tre of  Conn's  army,  and  they  cleared  broad  passages,  and  cast  open 
immense  portals  in  that  crimson  irruption,  until  they  were  encoi 
ered  by  the  three  valiant  defending  sons  of  Connall.  It  was  Ceid- 
ghin  (and  his  troop)  who  first  sustained  their  shock  ;  and  he  spent 
his  might  on  Sigir's  sons  till  each  of  these  heroes  had  wounded  bim, 
and  he  them.  Bitter  wonder  seized  the  children  of  Sigir,  that  the 
strength  of  one  man  shoidd  grow  and  increase  against  them  thus, 
and  they  inflicted  seven  wounds  together  on  Ceidghin.  Ceidghin 
perceived  and  thought  that  his  tribe  was  not  strong  to  press  on  the 
friends  of  Sigir's  sons,  and  that  he  would  not  prefer  that  his  kin- 
dred should  have  to  sue  them  for  his  eric,  to  avenging  himself  upon 
them  then;  and  he  dealt  them  seven  gaping,  horrid  wounds,  so  that 
each  were  a  door  of  death  in  one  year's  time.  To  his  succour  came 
then  the  other  two  sons  of  Connall  (and  their  troops).  They  strongly 
pressed  the  fight,  for  they  were  the  freshest  and  soundest  lor  thrust- 
ing, till  the  spear  of  each  foe  was  harmed  in  his  opponent's  body 
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by  the  hot-boiling  of  the  blood  distempering  them.  Yea.  until  those 
which  were  not  harmed  were  broken,  so  that  there  were  fragments, 
wood-hacked,  flesh-soiled  conspicuous  splinters  in  the  warriors' 
bodies.  The  sons  of  Connall  then  lifted  up  their  spirits,  and  their 
combat  above  their  antagonists.  They  dealt  battle  wounds  and  a 
manly,  powerful,  beating  of  thick,  heavy,  terrible  blows  upon  those 
brave  men.  They  desisted  not  from  striking  and  ever -beating  till 
they  left  the  corses  shattered  and  hewn  of  those  seven  gallant 
champions  after  having  severed  their  heads  from  their  bodies."  The 
Irish  narrator  proceeds  to  describe  in  most  poetic  and  elegant  terms 
the  severity  of  the  battle  and  the  chivalry  of  the  chieftains  ;  at  last, 
Eogan  Mor  met  Conn,  and  each  wounded  the  other,  so  that  Conn 
fell  to  the  ground ;  his  fall  was  a  signal  for  a  general  rush  to  his 
rescue,  and  Eogan  the  Great  was  slain.  "  Lay  down  the  hero-war- 
rior," said  Goll  Mac  Morna,  whom  also  he  had  wounded,  "  his  death 
was  not  the  death  of  a  coward." 

A  curious  confirmation  of  the  authenticity  of  this  history  is  to 
be  found  in  the  fact  that  there  still  exist  descendants  of  those  daunt- 
less warriors,  not  only  in  Kerry,  near  where  Eogan  Mor  landed,  but 
also  in  "5\e&x)T)  móri  néjtj  of  Tir-Eoghan,  where  they  always  have 
preserved  the  tradition  of  their  coming  from  Spain.  Without  a 
knowledge  of  ancient  Irish  history,  this  would  seem  improbable  to 
the  ethnologist,  for  their  name  Sigerson  or  Segerson,  and  they  have 
always  maintained  the  "  Son"  among  themselves  in  preference  to 
the  Gaelic  Mac,  points  at  once  to  their  Norwegian  descent.  It  is 
easy  to  account  for  their  having  been  in  Spain,  as  the  adventurous 
and  fiery  spirit  of  the  Northern  Sea-kings  carried  them  further 
than  that.  Probably  the  "  small"  or  petty  king,  Sigur  Sir  who 
left  Norway  for  the  Orkneys,  or  some  of  his  relatives,  made  an 
irruption  into  Spain,  touching  at  the  north  of  France,  (where,  I  am 
informed,  live  another  tribe  of  Sikersons,  the  g  being  changed  to 
h  to  preserve  the  hard  sound),  breaking  down  the  power  of  the  feudal 
nobles,  and  freeing  the  trampled  serfs  for  a  time,  as  was  the  wont 
of  the  Vikings.  As  a  corroborative  proof  of  these  views  Eogan 
Mor's  2000  auxiliaries  are  mentioned  as  being  composed  of  Spaniards 
and  foreigners,  or  more  correctly,  men  from  beyond  the  sea,  (All  rnu- 
txAjTj,  i.e.  ahaII,  from  the  other  side,  hence  All,  beyond,  and  TOUjfi, 
the  sea). — Ek. 


APPENDIX. 


Om  Irish  readers  will  not  find  fault  with  us  for  giving  them 
this  sheet  without  the  aid  of  an  English  trauslation ;  and 
we  hope  the  time  will  soon  arrive  when  Irishmen  will  be 
able  to  read  and  translate  for  themselves  any  compositions 
they  may  meet  with  in  their  mother-tongue.  Collins' 
translation  of  the  Exile  of  Erin,  the  authorship  of  which 
some  claim  for  George  Nugent  Reynolds,  whilst  others  as- 
cribe it  to  Campbell,  is  so  popular  in  Minister  that  we  give- 
it  the  first  place  in  our  Appendix  Sheet. 

4)o  c&ity|5  curr>  riA  cAOibe  bíbeAjtcAÓ  ó  fe||t]r>r), 

21  8Uo]  t;l]uc  ox)  rp^lT1  ^5uf  éAbAc  ó'rj  Aft; 
Ba  r5íofrb&|i  bo  cAOjrjeAC  a  i\\x  'p  'ex)  aooatx, 

'Sat)  0|6cepA0j  blé]i)-cr)0|c  ^Ar^éjnbe  5Arjf3Ac: 
Bbí  a  fMe  3ur  ]VVcwv  30  cfiuint)  au.  at;  riéAlcAn, 

«Do  cu5<sc  pi,  of  at)  Ue  bo  a  T)-Ji)t;e  i?a  'péi.le ; 
2t)Att  a  5~cat)AC  ré  le  b^iiAr  a  cjao|6e  'rt|5  at> 
bfiéAcc  po. 

Buaó  A5iif  Z]\é]i)e  leAC  6]*te  50  bjiAc ! 

Jr  c|iua6  &  x\)o  cújr  Att  At)  rSl^^l^S  ^°^c  céArbA, 

5^t)  rúbcAf,  5AI)  pAorArb,  ó  p£]r)i)  i?a  6  5ÁÓ ; 
Mfl  ÁicfieAbmocúíÍ9bA]5  a  b-cjtjúcAib  At)  c-rAc^u^l, 
T^lAÓ-piijC  a  r  FAolcojr)  c]<v  f^ib^rt  leó  £A3A]1; — 
Mí  pejcpeAbfA  co|6ce  ai?  cojll  clucAjjt,  cjtAobAC, 
2t)ATt  a  rn-b]o6  tno  f  jTjreAfi  A5  ^0|i-cleAccA  rAOji 
cleAr, 
Mi  cn^peAb  Mac  t)A  rnp-fjoc  Aft  n?o  caojt)  c\\\\]z 
fcA  3léAfA6, 
'S  1;]  buAjlpeAb  a  céAbA  Afi  6]jte  50  bfiíxú  ! 
14 
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O,  6/ifie  ttk>  Óújcce  !  cja  bub^c,  't*  qA  qté^ce, 

)X  fÚbAC  Tt)l|*e  ATT)  tJéAlA^b  A5  péACA^l)  bO  CflA^A  ! 

2tji  TpúfsUó  |«at)  bú|tce  feo  -\\  úrt  f  |Iitt>  béATiA, 
^At)  fujl  le  bul  b'éjljorb  n?o  tjaoóaIca  50  bfiAc  ! — 

06  !    A     C]T)eATT)U1T)    C|tUA]6  !     At}    b-f  Al£eAb  CUAlflb 

beA5  ua]tt  é^|i), 
<t)o'r)  qri  ri»)  ^t)  c-fUA-||iC]f,  3AT)  buAifteATb,  3AT) 

b<\O^Al  bA7T), 
Oc  !    TT)0  loTT)A  UlA]T)  !   t)]   luA]]*5£eAb  TTJO  5éA5A, 

2t)o  cA]Tibe  cA]b  ctiaocca  yd  a  3éille  bA  pArijA^b. 

Cá  b--pu]l  bojtuf  tt>'atiu|T*  b]6  IA]tt)  Iqp  at)  3-coill 

21  cA^fibe  'f*  tiju]i)q|i  t>ac  b^c  lib  é  ati  l&jt ! 
Mo't)  tt?acaiti  C115  3fiAÓ  óatti,  'f  caI  Iacc  a  qioibe 
otud, 
CatiaÓ  TjeAl  mo  cjioibe  TT13  if  qlfe  tja  cac; 
'Cá't)  catjait)  bocc  rtjo  6ti61at;t)  le  b|t6p  5U]|tc  A3 
qiAcAT)T), 
Cá  b-pu^l  AtKVjf  at)  fpojic  bA  66]c  l]VV  b'frCvijAjl 
feAl ! 
Silirrj  b]le  beóriA  3AC  ló  ttjati  at;  iu-b&irci3, 

OAT)  AO]bT)eAf,   3AT)  bÓÍCAT*  le  "pCAf  30  bftAC  ! 

'CATi3Acu]leT>rt)uA-|T)eATb  b&  TD-b^b^TDfe  AT^fiAblqf, 
*Pa3A1td  at)  sujbe  feo  'fine  ati  ]x)VZ]VV  at)  bAjf  ! 

215  B^Tte,  C]A  CA|rT)fe,  ATI  fAT)  UA]Úe  ati  b^Ttc, 
2t)ACAlTt  tt}0  f  1T)T)T*eA]T,   'f  Cf^C  C1TIC  AT)  £á1§  : 

3o  toa&sIat»  ]Ab  bo  TbA^eAtJTjA  a  HíotjuitjiiaBóciia, 
3o  TDAÓ  fAbA  be]6  bo  t*|OTi-cIat)1)  A5  fioft-cleACCA 

T-pÓflCA, 

3o  tt)a8  KAbA  bqb   bo  caojt)  crtqc  30  fic-rqlir 

CeólttlATl 

21  &j|te  rrio  TT>úi|iT;jr; !  6|jte  30  brtAc  ! 
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O  Sl)l)2lBl)  5CU21.1 

uuuasu  o'srjonw  ro  cf)?w,  si.s.  1760. 

T^r3  ^D  cpé|T)  bo  qiéi5  3AT)  Ms  "?e, 
cjt&]óce  céAfcA  a  5-cjtéACCA^b  CAO]i)ce; 
bl&c  rxx  j:é]le  <x'f  cjtAob  rxv  j*<\oice 
A3  &&]l  bo'p  é^5  le  cLvorxv  CAOjrbfS^tt. 

1  Donnchadh  (now  Denis)  Mac  Grath,  the  subject  of  this  elegy, 
was  a  native  of  Cuat%  At}  píotja,  (Touraneena)  a  small  village  in  the 
parish  of  Sliabh  g-Cua,  in  the  county  of  Waterford.  The  village 
took  its  name  from  the  large  quantity  of  wine  used  at  his  table,  and 
freely  administered  to  his  guests,  the  bard,  and  the  traveller  ;  his 
house,  as  was  customary  in  Munster,  being  open  to  all  without  dis- 
tinction of  rank.  He  was  possessed  of  large  property  in  the  parish 
as  well  as  in  various  other  parts  of  the  county,  which  fell  to  his  son 
James,  who  went  by  the  name  of  SéAmur  tnac  t)oíiT)CAÓ,  or  James 
the  son  of  Donchadh,  who  resided  at  a  place  called  Ballynagulky, 
in  the  beginning  of  the  present  century.  This  after  his  death  fell 
into  the  hands  of  his  son,  another  James,  who  died  about  the  year 
1816.  The  Magraths  are  very  numerous  in  this  parish,  and  as  a 
body  are  very  respectable  and  wealthy.  Moran,  the  writer  of  the 
elegy,  taught  classics  at  a  small  village  called  Knockbee.  He  was 
the  author  of  many  beautiful  compositions  in  his  native  tongue. 
His  manuscripts  are  now  in  the  hands  of  Doctor  John  O'Connor, 
of  Jolland's  Prairie,  Washington  County,  Wisconsin,  America, 
At  a  recent  book  sale  here  we  purchased  his  copy  of  O'Briens  Irish 
Dictionary,  with  the  following  note  in  his  hand-writing  on  the 
margin  of  one  of  the  leaves — "  Hie  Liber  Pertinet  ad  Gulielraum 
Moran,  Anno  Domini  1774."  He  was  the  contemporary  of  Donn- 
cJiadJi  Ruadh  mhic  Conmara,  who  thus  alludes  to  him  in  Eachtra 
Ghiolla  an  Amallain  : — 

UjllfAtn  O'2Í)otiíM0  Fonn  Atib-teiTjeAijCA, 

t)o  feinnpeAÓ  reAim  &An  ór  cjonn  clA|p.  n/éA5A. 

William  Moran  the  bard  and  sage, 

Who  would  chaunt  my  death-song  when  laid  dead  on  the  table. 

A  poetess  named  2f)A]ne  "Nj  t)hotjo5Ain,  was  contemporaneous 
with  Moran,  and  resided  in  this  parish  also.  Her  compositions  are 
not  so  numerous  as  those  of  Moran's,  but  such  of  them  as  we  have 
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Bat/  5<M}  bfiéA5  I?  I^at)  bo  rirjlqb, 

cati  éir/  ctiotd  50TI)  at)  cuitip  bo  b^obbA ; 

t:ac  at)  rsM  AT*  T)-béAT)Art)  t:é]ll  ojtc, 

bo  cu]|t  5<vt)  <xr}rt)U|T)  £ATtjtu|Tte  ai)  6|to-|6e-5il. 

2t)o  T)UAÓ-C]te<vc  bo  cuATtATfS  Aft  rj-irwri^» 

ó  73r)UAb-2t)tirbA|T)1  50  1)-u<\ccati  t)a  5-cttioc  f*o, 

ó  Cb]tl  Cb^iDfc2  50  b-lorri^llAjb  CiuibneAC, 

a  m-béAl  5AC  buTj>e  5utt  bA|T)eAÓ  bob'  t/3|tíob  cú  ! 

21  cojtrieill  corat)CAC  pofcA  t/at)  iojtTjuil, 
a  coiaueill  ó|fiótsific,  6|ftbejrtc,  -pjocrbAji, 
a  cojtTjeill  t/Iua^  tjA  Tlu<x5  &°  6ib]ric, 
«DorjrjCAÓ  t*olufTT)ATi3  bo  cIatt)T)  CbftAjc  AO^bjrji)* 

)f  bftÓT)  Itott)  bo  T)u<xbcAfi  50  T;5ÍOfrbA|t, 
5AC  ló  5eAl  50  beófiAÓ  Ab  cAOirje  ! 
bo  cIat)T)  rbA^c  5AH  ceAT)t}c<v  curt)  TjTrjorbAjtCA, 
V  5°"^  T^jl  AC0  ^e  Q-ArbAfic  ojtc  cójbce  ! 

í)o  cÓTpjuf  50  briórjAÓ  -jf  íqOft  T/AT), 

bo  cuaIIacc  A3  UAlpA^jtc  a  T)-bAOjibtiu]b  ; 

bO  luCC  leATJCA  5 AT)  CA|tTT)U]T)  b^i)  ortc, 

a't*  bo  cori)AlcuTbe  5at)  ejteóttui^e,  5AT)  AOjbrjeAT/! 

seen  prove  her  to  have  been  of  the  highest  order  among  the  bards  of 
her  time  ;  and  Munster  at  this  period  yielded  a  large  crop  of  those 
gifted  men. — (See  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Munster,  1st  Series).  There 
was  also  another  poetess  named  Lucas,  who  was  no  less  gifted  than 
Donogan,  but  her  muse  was  entirely  devoted  to  keening  at  wakes,  of 
which  she  made  a  regular  profession,  and  earned  a  sufficient  liveli- 
hood by  it.  The  compositions  of  those  poetesses  must  be  tradition- 
ally retained  in  the  parish  ;  and  if  any  one  would  take  the  trouble 
of  their  collection,  an  opportunity  may  offer  of  leaving  them  on 
record,  instead  of  dying  away  as  they  are  now  likely  to  do. 

1  CuAÓ-roúri)Ait),  Thomond  or  North  Munster. 

2  Cnl-C\)A]X)]c,  Kilkenny,  which  takes  its  name  from  St.  Canice, 
who  founded  a  Cell  there  in  the  sixth  century. 

3  Aliier  rolur-cjtob,  bright-handed. 
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a  rj-iv|tuf  caIatí)  fleACcA  bo  f  |i)i)p eAjt ; 
Cill-bejcrje1  50  b-AobAtiAC  bA  irw^^i), 
bo'r)  Sb^jUce2  5u]t  ca^U  y]\)  a  pjvjorb-plAic. 

VOC  LuACflA  A  T)-UA]3T)eA^  A  CAOJT)  S5OIC, 

rrjAji  A  rn-frjb  ceólcA  'j*  ól  'f  iqot)CA  ; 

TOAjt  a  rn-b]b  |:A|*cu]5in)  jleACAi^eAÓc  fAOjce, 

50  fAOJt  AJt  b-^U<XÓA|b   plA]C-flÍ5  Al)  AO]l-b|1015. 

2t)o  leÓ5Ai)  ^eAjtbA  A5  Arf)A|ic  tja  biqb^rwe, 
5*?>  STtuAin}  n)A|t  obuAi|ie3  b&  |lJA|tAÓ; 
l*AO]ce,  cI^ati,  a']*  c|i]<sc  i)A  b-cirocioll, 

tT)A^  bA  ÓUAÍ  bO  A  T^lllA]*  A  fjt)|TéA|t. 

<t)Á  cAo^b  Sjuitte4  i]*  búbAC  b&  CAojrje, 

a'i*  ó't)  5-cuAi|tb  \\x)  50  bjiuACA^b  tja  l)-21oifte,ft 

|*l] Ab  5-CuA  £A  TT)Ó|l-f5ATr)Al  bAOiii^e 

'jxa  c|iua6-5oI  a  b-CuAb-ri)urbAjt)  bAjvjjtjb. 

TÁ  CJIUAÓ-50I  A  b-CUA]C  AbA^T)  Fblt^-JOfC,8 

CA  CflUAÓ-jol  A  b-CUA]C  CbAJljtAlJ-flAOb7  OftC, 
A'f  CA  CftUAb~7Jol  fleACCA  l}A  pA]]t5e  VÍO|l  OjlC, 
A'r  C|tUAÓ-50l  A  b-CUACA|b  T)A  5-cjvjoc  0]1C. 

'  Cill-beiéne,  Kilbenny,  near  Mitchelstown,  the  ancestral  inhe- 
ritance of  Mr.  John  O'Mahony  the  Irish  exile. 

2  Splice,  the  Galtee  mountains  near  Caher. 

8  5uAi|ie,  Guaire  Aidhne,  the  hospitable  king  of  Connaught  in 
tho  seventh  century.     See  Tribes  of  Ireland,  p.  40,  n. 

4  Slum,  the  river  Suir. 

6  2lome  or  5leAT)t)  t)a  b-Aoitie,  a  small  river  which  runs  through 
Ballymacarbry,  and  falls  into  the  Suir  near  Newcastle. 

6  FWHorc,  the  river  Finisk,  which  rises  at  the  north-west  side  of 
the  mountain  called  Ctjoc  tja  5Í5e ;  or  Knocknasheega,  running 
through  SDuitje  At)  c-reAbAic,  or  the  hawk's  plain;  Ballinamult, 
where  Mr.  Denis  Keily  owns  extensive  mills ;  thence  by  Ijor  Ijac 
(Lisleigh)  the  lan*ds  of  Mr.  Patrick  Nugent,  on  which  there  is  a 
huge  rock,  called  Calais  at}  r-Sinnrjri,  or  the  Generation  Rock, 
overhanging  the  river,  in  the  crevices  of  which  the  owl  and  wild 
cat  find  a  hiding  place  ;  thence  by  Farnane,  the  residence  of  the 
Walshes,  on  whose  lands,  at  a  place  called  5leArjr)  At)  CeATnpAill, 
or.  CeATT)pv\U  l|ce  Con^n  (Lickoran),   are  the  ruins  of  an  old 
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CfiuAÓ-gol  3eATl*lCAc1  ^eAtiÓA  píocTT)A]t, 

&T  criuAÓ-501  BatitiAc2  r)A  b-'GeArfjATt  bA  5A018- 

eAl  buit; 
C|tuAÓ-5ol  RójfceAC3  05  aY  cjvjottoa, 
a']*  CftuAS-ijol  cIatjtja  Siobúi)  Ab  qn)C]oll. 

CftUAb-gol   d]A|t  A'f  CTt^AC  A']*  CAO|^5, 

CjiuAÓ-^ol  b&irb  A'f  bA^rib  aY  bu|b|i)i)e, 

CflUAb-gol  CjtAlÓce  bAf  T)A  t>AO]   TT)-bAT} 

cu5  ]*Ú5A  a  t)occA  YA  n)-b|tollAi3  6  Cfto]8e  8uic. 
<Do  q5eAC  a  rj-Arirr)  ttjati  Sb^rnfoi)  ^un)  fui^ce, 

T)Ó  TT)A]t  CbODAll4  A  TT)-bftollAC  A  OAirTjbe  ; 
1)0  TTJATl  0]*5U|X  A  ttjuIIac  5AC  TDA01 1-01)01  C, 

t)ó  rrjAft  pbiorjr)  rbic  Cúrr;A|ll  U|  BbAO^rje. 

M6  T1)Aft  BbAÍATl5  T)<V  T)-beATlCA  T^1)  10|t3tt|l, 
1)0  TTJAft  2l|C]U  A5  CAjfbloll  CUTt)  rT)A8l1)A  J 
1)0  TTJAri  Í)eCCO|X  A  1)-bei£lTl  T)A   £/flAO|   fO|ft, 

•t)6  rpAji  CI)A|Tibrie6  ati  £<xicce  i)A  TMS^- 

21  t)-b-|A5  ^bo^^CAÓ,  CeAt)1)  COfAT)CA  1)A  bui8iT)T)e, 
TflAC  "CboiDAlf  n)]C  C-S]OTt7A6  T)A  5~CA0|l  eAC  J 
Tt)AC  ^bo^OCAÓ  T)A  b-CflOn)  eACJlAÓ  bA  bíOTJATT), 
T1)AC  Sf)e^5<MT>  TT)Ólft  AT)  ^lA]CflÍ5  JTJODCAC. 

í)o  f ui7;eAb  rpo  lAog-f]  ati  caoI  eAC  5Tio]8e  rrjeAft, 
TiA|t)ce<\c,  léirrjrjeAÓ,  C]tAor*AC,  CjOficA  ; 
beAT)t)AC,  be&ririCA,  blAc,  ati  AO|i)-bAc, 
aY  cloibeAri?  i)A  lAirb  cutd  Aiti  Art  T)Ajri)be. 

church  dedicated  to  St.  Odhran,  who  lived  in  the  sixth  century,  in 
which  suicides  and  still-born  children  are  interred ; — on  then  by 
Mountain  Castle  the  seat  of  Mr.  James  O'Keeffe,  till  it  falls  into  the 
Blackwater  at  Affane,  three  miles  below  Cappoquin. 

7  CAnnAi5  x Iao&a.  This  place  goes  now  by  the  name  of  Cujitiac 
i)A  flAOtn-vije,  on  which,  Slady  Castle,  built  about  two  centuries 
ago  by  Philip  Magrath,  stands,  but  is  now  nearly  in  ruins. 
Travelling  through  the  place  last  summer,  we  saw  the  whole  side  of 
the  building  levelled  to  the  ground.  We  think  this  old  mansioni'is 
on  the  estate  of  Mr.  Chearnley  of  Saltibridge,  Cappoquin,  and  if 
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Jp  ^OTObA  cujtjiA  bo  cu^jteAO  bo  lu^e  leAt, 

le  cfutAÓAf  co^5  bo  U^e  a\  *>o  ^r)]on)-c}tu]hf 
caji  é]f  Aft  rb^jtbAij4  a  5-CAt4rt}<\]|tc  bo  y&0]i]b, 
cu  £&5<hI  a  T)-Aif5e  bo  peAftfA  t)&fi  fileAf! 

)y  cjiuaÓ  Ijon?  5AC  uA]|t  bo  frrjuAjT^rr), 
a  c^t)i)  b<v5A^fi  a  T)-At)i)£Ab  b]obbA  ; 
a  c]y\)  fló5  bo  cjteóftúijAb  30  bjfieAC, 
bAt)A,  5AI)  cUqce  curt?  rrjAÓAjrt)  ci)o]C. 

íDftA5At)  bivrjA,  bA^lceAC,  b^olcAc, 
j:Iacac,  ^Iceac,  ^exv]tb<x,  jqorjcAC  ; 

a'f  i)A  CU5  |xAi)A  a  n}-beAju;u]r;r)  bA05ii]l. 

<Do  córi)5U|*  bív  rrj'eól  bAm  a  r)-]uri?A|ft, 
a'j*  ^ó|]tfe  a  b-pftóf  ceAjic  le  lAojqb ; 
311^1  leÓ5AT)  bo  pó|t-£u|l  r>A  71^5  cu, 
C113  "póblA  cunp  eólAjf  6  ójtAOíqb. 

BfiACAjjt  ^eAjiÓA  cIatwa  rbjc  ^leAÓ, 
A*f  2t)bupcA6  CU5  blí5  &0 '?  PÍSeACc  ]*o  ; 
b'^uAf5A|l  BAi?bA  ó  f  3ArrjAlL<v|  b  bAO]|tfe, 
le'ft  buAÓAÓ  qoi?-A^T)]nj  'j*  b|t]j*e  13A  i?A]rbbe. 

so,  it  is  a  matter  of  astonishment,  that  a  gentleman  who  takes  so 
much  interest  in  archaeological  matters  as  he  does,  will  not  save  this 
ancient  building  from  total  destruction ;  or  does  it  not  come  within 
the  cognisance  of  the  Kilkenny  and  South-east  of  Ireland  Archae- 
ological Society? 

1  3eATtAlcAC,  the  Geraldines.     2  DAftttAc,  the  Barrys. 
3  ttójrceAC,  the  Roches,  Lords  of  Fermoy. 
*  CooaU.     This  is  Connall  Gulban. 

6  t>AU]|i.  This  is  Balar  Bemeann  of  the  evil  eye,  whose  daugh- 
ter was  married  to  Crom  Dubh,  after  the  death  of  St.  Patrick,  ac- 
cording to  some  of  the  bards  of  the  west  of  Ireland.  See  Tribes  of 
Ireland,  p.  42,  n. 

s  CAjiibfie.  This  is  Cairbre  Liffeachair,  monarch  of  Ireland, 
A.D.  277.     See  Book  of  Rights,  p.  146,  note  w. 
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Btiacajti  pop  bo't)  p6|t--pu]l  |*Aoi,ce, 

le'fi  buAÓAÓ  yeAlb  a't*  ceAtir)A|*  t>a  3-C|tjoc  j\>; 

TTJAJl  ACA^b  5eAftAlcA|5  SbeATJA^b1  A*f  )<>5rT)A, 

Batijia^  a't*  K6||*c|5,  cfióc  t;a  CTiAojbe. 

BrtACAJft  br^A^T)  o't)  ATtb-cl<T|C  AO]b]T)r), 

V'^V-  0D  T*bA7TtT)T)  Aft  e^5lA  bu|8jT)i)e ; 

^tjb^te  at)  5bleAT)t)A2  bA  beAfib  bo  5AO}SeAl  bo, 

a'|*  Ti|b|]ie  'pjirtje3  i)]  l)-|on><xriCA  ojorjATt). 

B|tACA-||i  BftÚTjAC,4  Búticac5  bu|ÓeAT)TT)<Mi> 
bftACAjri  5]tÁ]*<xc6  ^eAjtbA  at?  AO|l-brio]5 ; 

bftACA^Tl  Bu|déATlAC7  11A  fAO]C  51a]T), 

-puA^ri  3|iAbAro  a't*  5A|Tiro  o\)  jrjj  ceAftc. 

Cao]t)  briACA^Ti  b'pujl  cAjÓce  5AOfbeAl  cu, 

ttjac  TA)oxt)&]v,  At)  buir)5eÁt),  ó't)  5~cao]T)  l]Of ; 
rno  ó|orrjb&6  i)Á  TiA^b  Iattj  Y^^  VSVJon)  leAc, 
50  rt)-beió  ^ujl  tja  tiujc  6  criojóe  atj  c-fjiujc. 

Ba  cóift  bAit),  bÁ  rp'eól  bAirj,  bo  cAotrje, 
A  córbsu]]*,  a  corbÓAlcA,  'ta.  ^^rtAif ; 
bo  h]oy  50  b-05  Ab  córbA^fi  ati  aojtj  T^ojl, 
'pt  briór)  l]ort)  cu.  Aft  peócAi)  £A  IjOSA^b. 

Ba  cu  at)  feAbAC  a  ifó&illze  atí  ttjaojI  ct)otc, 
bA  cu  at)  |:|<\5A]8e  jriATvrm^eAÓ  criofóeArrjiHl ; 

bA  CU  AT)  Tl1ATtU]8e  cl]A|tU]5eAC  CAO|H3, 

a't*  PboeT)|cr*  ^eAftA^T)  bo  fleACCA  a'j*  bofjiifeATt. 


1  3^<xriAlcAT5  SbeAtiAib,  the  Geraldines  of  Shanet,  Co.  Limerick. 

*  #l&ITte  at)  5leAT)t)A,  the  Knight  of  the  Glen. 

*  ttf&iiie  n1)^»  t3le  White  Knight. 

*  btninAC,  the  Browns,  lords  Kilmaine. 

6  Dune ac,  the  Burkes,  lords  Clanrickarde. 

6  5n&rAC,  the  Graces  of  Courtstown. 

7  bu]cléAfiAC,  the  Butlers,  dukes  of  Ormond. 
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Ba  cu  at)  c-ior^u^e  b'^uAfsUó  jrjoft-boicc, 

bA  CU  AT)  leÓTJAT)  50  CTléAT)  A  3-CO}Tt)eAl*3A]]t, 
bA  CU  AT)  CéAb  ACAC  ^eATlA^T)!)  If  T/jOflA, 
A*]*  bA  CU  AT)  CATlAlb  bo't)  eAS^f  ^í|te  • 

2t)o  6|AT)-CTteAC  a  ^iaU-^Iaic  t)&ji  b'ifioll, 
't*a  T)5le6  da  Iat)T)  t)&n  b-f  Atrt)  bo  t)Airbbe  ; 

A  &-CÁ1T)]Ó  TIIATT)  bÁ  rt)-blA8  ATI  Tt)AO|l-Ct)01C, 

Iátt)  ati  lA]ri)  50  b-j:A5AÓ  a  Tj-bicceAipT). 

2l6b<XTl  Tt)0  CAlf  At)  CTIÁC  t)UA1fl  TTTJUAIT^rt), 

-peAbAt*  bo  c<xiI-t*i   r  cat*5  bo  gt^orbAncA ; 

TDATt  CA^Tl  A  LuitDTjeAC1   bTlU^bce   6b'  ÓA01T)]b, 
A  5-c6tf)TlA]t)t)   £A  COCA  bO  VjOS-glA]!*  ! 

3at)  5Ai|t  cli ati  A5  ctiiaII  Ab  CITDCIOU, 
5AT)  5ÁJT1  e^T-i  A5  béAt)Aii)  3Hlt)t)  bu^c; 
5AT)  3AHI  ceoil  Ab  corf)Ain  le  lAo^qb, 
acc  3Ám  CI03  Ab  cIot*  3AC  T)-0]6ce  ! 

Of  é  At)  c-éA3  it*  béAt)Ac  CTrjce, 

bO  cIaT)T)  21ÓA1TÍ)  ATifAb"     f  6AbA, 

3U]6]tT)  AT)  C-ACA^Tl  A1)  leAT)b  'fAT)  t)AO|1T)  TWI^, 

5Ul6e  t)A  TJ-ApTXAl  £UA]Tl  3AJTITT)  Ó  JofA  ! 

2t)u|Tte  \i)A  1)-ait)3iII  30  beATib  A3  ^a]6e  leAC, 
3u^6e  t)A  t)Aori)  30  lé|Ti  le  bjo^TiAii* ; 
bo  bjteic  cAt)rt)A  a  feAlb  t)A  fo^U^e, 

tUAf  50  CACAITl-puiTIC  ^U]t\f  *V   1^15    511' 

2lt)  j:eATic  Iaoi. 

Jr*  oiftóeATic  bo  cojTiceAf  £Ab'  co]\y  a  leAC, 
Bonb  b|le  cot*at)c<vc  ceAjtc-fAO]  ^uj*  t:Ia]c; 

<t)o  COT*ATÍ)l<XCCtrjOTl  b-polluT*  bATt)  A  3-C]TJOCAlb2t|TlC, 

íDorjrjcAÓ  5eAl-b]tot)t)ACAC,  tt)o  b^c,  tt)ac  Ctiajc  ! 

1  luitt)t)eAc,  Limerick ;  by  this  stanza  the  reader  is  led  to  infer 
that  he  died  in  Limerick  and  was  interred  there,  which  is  rather 
doubtful,  as  Knockbee  is  the  ancestral  burial  place  of  the  Magraths. 
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2W    <DUJN6    BOCljT:   U21S21L   215  J21KR- 
2iJ<D1)  <D6JRC6.i 

5o  rn-beAT)ou]5e  <D]A  A5UT*  Stjuijte  A5UJ*  pAbjtui5, 
FÍ5  at)  <Dori)T)AÓ,  tt)T)&  t)a  5-ceAt?t)ui5ce,  A5UT; 
6a  ceAT)T)  Cbojtcui^e  8iqc,  a  ir^OT)  at>  beAJACAtt 

le  CO5A    TTJ&CATl, TtTATt)    TJÁTt    CAT^eAÓ, — a    b-c]j 

Ai)  cAbAiriT)e, — ^50  ttjaÓ  buAT)  a  ttjai  fit:]  ripe — a 
feilb  pa  b-^jce. 

ClOT)T)Uf  CA  CÚ  A  be<M)  aIutT)T)  ?  ^Afl  T)A  rt)10T)T)AÓ  CA 

cu  30  n)A|c  n)ATi  bA  ÓuaI  A5uf  bA  óúcÓAf  buic  a 

be]C.        ClOT)T)Uf     CA     <D|ATt|^&    'l)A    AT)     cIaT)T)  ? 

Dá]í>  50  bjAÓrfjAfi  ceAT)T),-5(Jf%l>ATc  6  Í)1)ta  t?a 

CeAT)T). 


|t|^0     t) 

\ 

rayer  oi^l 


1  This  is  the  begging  petition  or  prayer  oi^beggarman,  named 
O'Farrell,  who  levied  tax  on  the  farmers  of  Múnster,  and  in  the 
county  of  Waterf  ord  in  particular,  in  the  beginning  of  the  present 
century.  On  arriving  at  the  farmers'  houses  he  recited  this  pe- 
tition, and  his  contributions  consisted  entirely  in  wool,  butter, 
and  oatmeal.  I  remember  my  mother  handing  him  about  7  lbs.  of 
wool,  which  he  indignantly  threw  in  her  face,  vehemently  swearing 
that  he  wovdd  satirize  her  to  death  if  she  did  not  give  him  a  stone 
weight,  which  she  was  obliged  to  do.  He  had  his  horses  and  cars  to 
carry  his  booty  to  the  markets  of  Dungarvan  or  Waterf  ord  to  make 
sale  of  them.  There  never  yet  was  colored  cloth  known  that  he 
had  not  a  patch  of  it  on  his  coat ;  he  wore  an  old  pair  of  top- 
boots,  with  long  spurs,  and  his  lean  horse  was  of  a  dapple  grey 
colour.  His  visits  to  our  house  were  always  in  May,  and  quite  re- 
gular up  to  1808,  but  what  became  of  him^lfter  we  never  heard. 
On  the  old  road  from  Kilrosenty  to  Kilmacthomas,  in  the  county  of 
Waterf  ord,  there  was  at  this  time  and  even  later,  up  to  1817,  a 
village  called  Vjócatv  íja  m-bocAC ;  or  the  beggar's  road,  altogether 
inhabited  by  bocachs,  or  beggars,  which  they  deserted  in  the 
month  of  May,  barricading  the  doors  of  their  huts,  never  returning 
till  September,  meantime  engaged  in  collecting  through  the  coun- 
try, and  making  sales  of  what  they  gathered.  This  copy  was 
made  from  a  manuscript  written  by  a  scribe  named  Power  in  1802, 
whom  we  met  herding  cattle  for  a  gentleman  near  Tramore  in  the 
county  of  Water  ford,  in  1836. 
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21  t/eAÓ,  a  beAT)  rbAi,c  at)  q^e, — 'p*  |iú]T)  ó(l  rrjo 
óftO]óe.  2l5fo,  "CAro-cuA|jab,"  "  CujfieAb  5AT) 
^AjtitAfS,"  "  "pAbA  50  b-cAiT)^,"  "  &*&*i)  W1T1" 
3eAc,"  "SiúdaI  50  be^eAT^AC,"  "  ^aIca  t)a 
bu|be,"  A5uf  "  Cúl  le  b"&5<s"  É&1TM3  bob*  péA- 
cuirjc, — le  r)ÚAb-f5é<xl<x, — 'p  n)A  A]l  le  tojA  é, — 
If  rt)A|c  at)  t-i,OT)Ab  bo  pé|T)  é, — T,f  rt)&]t  céAT)T)A, 
— a  ttjaIa  t)a  Trrjrje, — jp  cu  fjol  T)A  t/AOice, — 
'f  rbajicfluA^  At)  píoi)A, — 'f  TT)Aiqb  T)A  qjte, — 
bo  béATipAifi  ua]c  6  CTtO]6e  é, — le  ^e\^-]X)\)Z]\)\). 

foce&ww  Í)|A  5AI)  o^TteAb  t)a  bé]fice  t/o  bo  rpT1^ 
T/5AO]lceAC, — bo  éA5  bAO|T)e; — t)A  buAÍAÓ  bAf, — 
t)á  file  iiofj, — t)A  Ioidaó  lÁ]c]tÍ5e, — T)A  rtjc  ze^rye 

5<\T)  ceAfAf^AT), T)&    b|AÓ    OC<V|t|tA, — t)A  CÓftflA- 

TT)A, T)A   éA5    bAO]T)e, T)A    CTtÓCATt, — b'^IDCeACC 

ojtx    fé]T)  t)á  A]rt  aot)    bujrie    jf    bu|T)e    óuic, — - 

ó  t)0cc  50  bllA5U]T)  Ó  T)OCC, T)A  6  T)OCC  yé\x),  ^5uf 

bé]T)  at)  bé^ftc  A]t  at)  b-pA^fce  bocc, — $at)  5A|t- 
jtujóe  5AT)  sojic, — 5AT)  fT)A]ce  A|t  a  corvp — t)A  p óf 
PÍofA    fy-ocz, — iot)a    pócAÓ    beA5   A    t)occ, — bA 

b-fUAlJt  ACA1.fl  bAf  lÁ  Cft-UA^O  fUAjt  eAfi|iAi5, — 
AJUf  bAfl  bÁCAÓ  A  Tb^CAlTt  A  b-COft  TT)Ójl  AiqT)T), 

TDjle  TDjlleOT)  ttjoIaó,  slójjte,  OT)ó|fi,  A5UT;  bu^ÓeA- 
CAf  le  Í^a,   Beo  Gratias  ! 

21)ac  00  CbAi,CTiíoT)A  be  Nají;1  A3UT;  bo  SbeÁ^AT) 
bocc  O'StJbuttcúijAÓ,2  ó  TbobAfi  K15  &T)  ÍJottwaó, 
A5U]*  6  béAlCjioife  ^píji^rje3  rr)]t;e,  tdajx  a  t>5eA- 

bAÓ    TT)e    T)A  b-OCC  T^IaT)  CU^tAlf    béA5     50    b|A^A 

A|t   cttojóe  tt)o  b&  óeÁTaT)Ai)T),    A5UT;   AT,t  f5^cAr) 

Tt)0  ÓA     5IÚT)    fjOf    A|t     f flA]b   T)A  TT)-bT,0|l|lAT)<VC4     A 

1  Catherine  Nash.  2  John  O'Murphy. 

8  Cr>oire  ^IMnne,  the  cross-road  of  Knockfirin,  county  of  Li- 
merick. 

4  Sn&1&  HA  Tti-bioTiTiivnAc,  i.e.  the  street  of  the  sprats,  the  name 
of  a  street  in  Waterford  where  sprats  were  sold. 


220  THE  POETS  AND  POETRY 

b-£]A5tmire  at)  21cati  SeAgAT)  "Go-bit),  ati  ceATit- 
Iati  Pt)o\\z\'<\w5e  att]3 ;  A311T;  b"jbeAC  T-é  t:A  briA- 
3A]b  at)tt)a  rt)0  qiDe,  A3ut*  cu^ti  fiórrjAb  at?  c-aot) 
crioÓAjTie  Arb^]T)  cruiAb  tiuaó  leicp^rj^e  t*|t>  A5 
]iA]i)ce  fio]*  ati  ujiIati  bo  pó^qt).  O  rio  b^t), 
A5ur  50  renibjóe  <Di>  óu^,— Vó0  ^-einSÍ6 
5|tjAD  ofic, — 'f*5°  ")*&  tiattjati  3eAl  a  TtAÓAf 
bjAÓ  6u|c. 
Ma  5Ab  le]cf5éAt  1|oid  &\)0]x,  t)A  b^beAc  at)  c-eAc^c 
A5AT17  le  fA3<x]l  ua]c  a  ÓaIca  bo  rbÁcAri,  A311T* 
-p]Of  A5AÍ5  T^éjT)  5uri  Ab  olc  at?  eATifiAb  atj  bftéAj; 
Ati  at)  AbbAjt  50  lobAUT)  f  íj  at)  fiACuil — 50  m-brié- 

AT)AT)T)  fí    AT)    AT)&1, A5UT*    30    TT)-be]fieAT)T)  fí  AT) 

CAT)ATÍ)  b0CC    lé]  T^Of    30  JTJOTl-ÍOCtATt  7p|TTl1T)T)  bA 

p]At)Ab  At)  peAb  be]6eAT*  Í)]A  A3  cAice&n)  T)a 
3l6jfie.  <Da  bní3  nt),  a  iTT3íot>  63,  cu]3  T^t) 
a  Iia8acc  fSfrjob  ó  8tt^|*, — ftmibjTT)  ó  clo-c,  A3ur* 
TDAbTiA  3eA|iTT,  T^AllAOibeAC,  bo  cu|jteAt/A  8]ow 

A3  ceACC  A3  TATITIAIÓ  T)A  be^TlCe  T*0  OTtCfA  Tt)ATl 
T)<\C  CAbATlpAÓ  bATf)  í,   A3UJ*  tiO  béATlTTA^Tl  CéAT)T)A, 

A5uf  t>í  b"&    ATT)A|T), le    b-A1)ATf)    bO  CATlAb, CA 

le   C]AT)  A    b-CAlATT), CU]Tt)T)e<\Ó    pé]T)    AT)    UA]Tt    A 

bejbeAT1  at;  bfiejc  bA  brte'c, — A311T;  ad  cat)atí)  bív 

TT)eAÓCAT)T)  A3  2t)]éeAl  T)AOTT)CA  Al|lCA]T)3^oll,  A3UÍ; 

i)A  ce^CTie  jreATiA  qcci  ob  t)A  feAfArb  ati  óóiTiT-e 
1H?TMtyii*  A3Uf  ctiúcaoi,  ttjótia  catda,  A3UT*  ú]fib 

TÍ)OTl  3AbATJD  A  lA]tt)  3AC  T)-bUfT)e  ACO.      Ucfy  !    Tl)0 

téAT) !  ]]*  bé]]tc  leAC  n)o  beAT)T)ACcr/A  bejc  A3Ab 
at)  uaiji  úb  Ab  -pu^^A^lc  fUAf  30  ^lAiceAf  n)órt 
t?a  tjaotí)  ;  bA  b]rj3  t/]t),  péAC  30  cAifeAC,  ctiua^- 
n)é]l]oc,  ati  at;  bujT)e  uat;aI  bocc  A3  ^e^qori)  ati 
bo  3|tAf  a. 
21  3-clupeAT)T)  cu  leAc  n)e  a  beAi)  t)a  coi^e  Tt)ÍT)e 

3AT)  T/peAC  ?   C|tíOC  1T?A]C  A3UT*  qOTJT)  OTIC, — A3Uf 

lu]3e  c*\tt  éir  Ti)]CO|ic,— A5UT;  é|fi5Íó  bTi|or3  ope, 
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— bív  iATtftA]8  aji  <DblA  5<vr>  le<M)b  cafifDA, — tja 
eAf*t)AÓ  bfiifbe  ]ot)ac  ;  A5uj*  é|]t5]ó  Ab  feA|*Arb, 

a'j*    l)Afl    JÍATJAÓ  CÚ  C^eA^A^C, — AjUf4  CAO<V]ft 

CÚ5A117  cpi  cu^b  CA]f*e>  8a  ciqb  AjtAji),  |ni|il6|r) 
nxxilirpeolA  jtofbA,  ujacAji  bo  piofA  cjij  f5fU|D5ft, 
■p]c  cjiujc-oedccA,  céAb  ^meAÓ,  ajuj*  doc  ol- 
lA]r)T)e;  A511]*  r5^°]l  !T>e  U<MC  ^  S^T1!1  S^IWl^- 

T^éAC  1*0,  a  beAr)  Ai)  ci~e.  PeACiijTje  fiol  2iÓAirb 
Aft  rnAT)Art)  n}ui)A  r^eAbdb  me  í?a  cú]5  D^Iai) 
cufiA]|*  nmcjoll  r>A  5-CÚ15  i^Iai)  Akó]jtí5e  ca  a 
5-Cjll  Cbr^TA-b,1  cjrj  feACCit)U|oe  ox)  5-ceAbAOio 
-po  cú^Ai^T),  éAborj,  xt)'\  ca  fé  a  r>-b^i)  bArp  50 
b-cAb<X|tpAÓ  tt?'a5ai6  rojji  6  6eAf  Ajt  Bb<M^e 
cZl)F)ú|p,r)e2  \)<s  rr)6|t-coibAccA,  A5u|*  éjfi5jó  Ab 
feAfArb  a  TbA^beAT)  rf?<vif*eAC,  A^af  cujfi  ftori)AC 
At;  bé]fic  ÓAOt)r)ACCAC  a  rr)0]c-é|ji5]ó  At)  Iuaji), — ■ 
a  T)-beAt>iv|5e   at)    c-|*aca]}xoi;), — a    j-cjtAOp    i?a 

C0lt)A, A5Uf  A  t)-AT)t)Tb|AT)  1}A  b-peACUjje,    ftOjrt) 

buAÍAÓ    t)A    T)-ÚjflD, A']*    ]*5JléACAÓ    T)A    T)-b]Ab^l 

A5  córb-cuA|t5At)r)  At)bAO]t-peACAi55o  rr)AilA|5ce, 
bjArj,  bArjA,  bojajtu^e. 

21  be]t)ín  bAt)Arbirjl  bo't)  póft  bACArbuil,  Ai)  ua]|i  dac 
b-pu|l  bijl  Ajocb  At)  béjftc  |*o  bo  cAbAjjtc  uajc 
50  ^ot>t)H7<x]t,  V5&0]\  bo  CAjljt)  CAO^t)  cpeAfbA 
l|ort) ;  A5it|*  focAfiocAÓ  rné  r)A  feACC  rpAlu^e 
ui]t]te  b<v|t  Ab  A]i)|n)  "  ttAIa  av)  cofll,"  "  h}AIa 
Ar>  c- r^i)5e <M  0i"  "  TO^l*  ^t)  ciA^pA-|t)/'  "  &W  PI" 
ncAi]te,"  "  Ai)  pACA||te/'  A5ur  "  At)  rbeAlbó5 
TTjófi,"  t)<\    "  peAcc  b-ceAccAifijge,"  coca  ca]c- 


1  Cill  ChniAó,  the  abbey  of  Kilerea,  celebrated  by  Mr.  A.  J. 
Geoghegan  in  his  poem  entitled  "  The  Monks  of  Kilerea." 

2  OAile  SJ)húiTif)e    BaJlyvourney,  the  ancient  patrimony  of  the 
O'Herlihies,  a  prime  resort  of  the  Munster  beggars. 
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IfeAc,    bACAnnAc,   pneAbAnAc;    A3ur-  V*H*W5 

i*AbA  mAit  ^mí^— cni°n  r5iA^>>  A5ur  c^vn\v ; 

50  itjaÓ  bójc  lé]  50  rr;-b]<\Ó  Aift5|ob  crtojr-e  6a 
ouaIaó  6|  Attn  5ac  DA|le  n)A|t5<\6  Aft  peAb  nA 
b-Bjrqonn. 

)f  é   CrqOC  AT)  V5&]1 V)    b-^UA]Tl    rt)ATl    6é]TlC ACC 

clADAineAcc  bé^l — 50  rt-búoA|n.c  fé  lé]  : — 

21  cnón-cA]le,  Óó]b-r>n)eATtcA,  Trrjn&irieAc, 
II*  bójc  Uac  5u]t  cójri  óu^c  be^c  béAl-lAibifi, 
t)^  cóin,  'f  bAn  n-bójc  bA  n/éAbAil  lion?, 
bo  5eAbAinn  oric  bo  Óójnne  50  plAor^AntA. 

21  CAile  at?  cojll  uAicrje  gnuArnab  50TICAÓ, 
bo  f\]ocz  Ti^cu|TTj  V  cnAibe  bo  CAr^, 
rnunA  r^uinpeAO  cú  bob'  ceAr)5A6  50  CApA, 
Tiúf5A  rr)é  bo  béAl  le  bACA. 

<Do  b]  criiuri  bAtt — bA  tjau  atj  n>éAl  &> 

A5  5^bív|l  bA  ^aIa  Art)  n)A|*A  5At)  cnaocAb, 
bo  cuineAr*  a  n-bAn  a  5-cá^I  'y&  b-crié^ce, 
Y  rné  bocc  cnAióce  5AT)  ^á^ajI  An-  Aonnab. 

V\]  \)-]o\)ú)U]t)  l^ort)  beA5Át)  teine  luAc-^uAn, 
nÁ  luf5A|ne  CAill^e  le  ceirrnori?  rt>6fi; 
tja  beAn  65  briAbAC  rbínÁineAÓ, 
t;a  beAT)  c|5e  5A1?  aIIuj*,  5ATJ  rtÁjne. 

tlí  A]z  liort)  cAilín  nísin,  t-aIac, 

5on5AC;  5TiuArnA,  buAncA,  bnAbAc. 

*  •*  *  * 

*  *  *  * 

*  *  *  * 

*  *  *  * 
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M]     A1,t    l]OTt)    CAm-flo^b    CA^Uíge     CATTTiar)AC    ATI    A 
CTlOTTJ-TlUACATl, 

bA   b-pu]l  fttór)  cúrbAt)5  CAm-ciocftAc,     f  beAl 

b^Ablu^je  plA|*5Át)AC, 
lorplAt)  b'^AcUb  buT)-Ó5|tA  bAjt-beATi5A  jb^Tt  a 

bA  b]tAT)bAl 
TT)aIa  cIÚTTJAC,   pU|*  TtATT)ATt,  TT)6|l-TbADr)CAC 

30  beAjtbcA  b^bfi  if  f eAÓc  rrjeAfA  ],  1)A  rrjAjt  bj  a 

tuAiwrs- 

M]  A|c  lforr>  tt)uc  ttitja,  t>a  C|tAobÁt)/t)Á  CA5  fjtAjbe 

CAol-r/p&SAC  a  leAbu^p, 
t)í  A]c  l]ort)  Ttu^bjt)  t;ucaIac.,  ):acaIac,  ^Áic-leójAÓ, 

tdóti-cíoctiac,  l]obA|ti)AC,  plubAttt)AC,  r5TiéA- 

CÓ5AÓ, 
bA  TD-b]AÓ  butJ-Ttjg  tia?t)ATI,  TDéAbiql  cATjui.be  lorri, 

A5U|«  coll  flj05Al)AC  5OTITT). 

Ml  A]C  l|OTt)  beAt)  ^]OT)T)  CAlAOIfeAC  cleAfAc, 
T)A  £Óf  beAT)  ]XUAb  rbAjlífeAC  TT)eAt)5AC, 

frjOT)  beAt)  TiitAb  "MT1  cu^c  ibjjt  bA  itjajjic, 
ajui*  beAt)  bAT),  bA|i  too  lAjit),  t)1  toajc  a  tiut)  r)Á 
reAric,  l$e&h 

II*  ArblA^b  frjop  at)  beAi)  bot)t)  ttjati  tiot;  a  5-copAt) 

'f  At)  beAt)  ^ub  TT)ATt  CTtÓI)&TjAC  feAt). 
<Dob'     AlC.  l]OTD     C&-\\]1)     VC)\V)    TDéptJeATbu^l, CAO]T) 

cé]lleATbu]l, — 05  Aor)cún)A|l — lAt)  bo  TtéAT-úi) — 
betj-frjbe,  bej^-c^e,  be]5TÓú]Tjce;  fUjTi-zjeAC,  y\x- 
5AC,  rn]\]y  cúbAjtcA  éAbAUc  ;  A5t)&]]ieAc,  féjrii- 
5]aeAt)t)Ac;  A5UT;  Ó5Át)AC5lút)lAib]Tin)iOT)t)-Álu^t)t), 
cAol-íf)Ailí5eAC,  feitrVnAjbceAC,  jlAf-fújleAc, 
bo5  ú|tlAC,bio]t-f,Ti6t)Ac;  lú]ci)]6e  TDAjcecof,  A5UT; 
briAt)iifiAO]  brieAj  bfiA^Ab  ;  At)  b^f  f|t)  ^  be]c 
pópbA  A5A  cejle — At)  tó^ArjAC  ajut*  at;  Ó5-Tt)t)AOi 
céAbrjA. 
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R2U1N21    62l5NUJt)t)6.  ' 


*t>b^v  b-c|t|<xi)  5<xlA|]t  ap  oióce, 
<Db<v  b-cfijAn  bAO|f*e  A5  At)  ó]^e  ; 
ÍVíia  b-eniAT)  fA|T)ce  A3  luce  i*A|8bnir, 
21 'f  6a  b-cu-jAn  CA]i^ce  A5  luce  pójce. 

(l)b&  b-crqAi)  jAo^ée  a  5~cnAr)r)A'|b, 
Ob  A  b-cniAt)  fijeACCA  An  fl6]bc|b  ; 
<t)bA  &-cn]AT)  ut|*5e  au  rt)ó]t)Z\b, 
21' f  6a  b-cn]Ar)  cóuac  A5  luce  ce^lle, 

2lfCT7]5ceA|i  An  concAjb  r>A  5-cnAnn, 
U<v]  fleece  T)A  b-pn&Arb  ó  b-pA]*A]fc>; 
Sac  5&A5  leir  ah  1736  A5  ó  b-cjg, 
2I5  bul  lejj*  An  b-qiéAb  ó  b-cAiT)i5. 

jf  rnA|}i3  A3A  rn-bj6  CAUA|b  ^Ann, 
'Sir  íT)Aifi5  A3A  117-bíó  clAT)l7  1JAC  U7A|C; 
Jr  n^Air*5  A5^  TO-bjÓ  bocAn  boce, 
'Sir  "7^1 1*5  60  b]oi)  5AT)  ole  no  rbAjc  ! 

Jr*  5I1C  bo  y.h]\i  An  c-|*eAT)CA6, 
Sac  nAon  a  caccuj*  a  bnjAcnA ; 
<D'eA5l<\.  i)A  n-bAn--pocAl, 
jr  bjnn  béAl  6  beic  i<\6ca. 

1_Íoda6  a  n-jonAb  at)  -polri)ui5ce, 
Ba  leoji  ho  coiftArn  6  jofA; 
<Do  bejn  cDja  bo  cnojoe  3  An  bocrnA, 
V\'\6  t)A  6onn  tjac  |*|leAi;. 

THE    END. 


GOOinVIX.  SON  .VXD  NBTHEKOOTT,  79,  MARLBOKOUGH-ST.,  DUB  UN. 
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